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COMEDY. 


As ie i afted at the 
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IN 


LINCO LNSINN-FIELDS. 


Written by Mer. Waters. 
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Ie tibi melins ſuadet, gui rem facies, row. 
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Ut {acrymoſs poemats Papi : 


propins | 
ui fortune te reſponſare — 
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HERE is a iety in Addref- 
fing a Work of this kind to You, 
which juſtifies it ſelf and carries 
its own A tion with it to 
the Pu 
Nor will You your ſelf blame 

this Ambition in me; for who 


dian of his Performance a Gen- 
o well ſee into the Beauties of 
and had at 


ofa true Genius from the Graſsneſfs of Pretenders : 
Poets of thoſe days had Poets for their Protectors 3 
land the ſame Age. that produced Horace, Virgil, Ovid, 

produced alſo Yzrizs, Pollio, and acenas the Patron 
ould, the Bard with a Laurel from his 


Age and Na had wanted, and a Glory I had been 
154 of; =. po kind Heaven given us a Dadington 


| 

iven us You, Sir, to prefide over our Art, and to be 
t once the Defence and Ornament of it ! 

A 2 Nature, 


would not wiſh for the Guar- 


DEDICATION. N 


Nature, Fortune, Education are all concurring to 

qualify You for this great End; nor could You have ap- 
pear'd in a Conjuncture to be more uſeful, or of great- 
er Honour to Your , than the preſent ; a Con- 
juncture, in which I know not what black Clouds | 
ſeem to lower over Arts and Sciences, when Men are 


dai falling from all Senſe of Politerieſs, and an al- 
2 Ly Depravation of Taſte is ſpread through 

1 dom , 
I &s Toe doubt, Sir, but You will anſwer the high | 
tions which the Refin'd World conceive of You 


in this „and with t Glory to Your ſelf: In 
the mean time, be ſo kind as to accept with Your | 
wonted Goodneſs the following Scenes, written, I 
know not with what Succeſs, with a View to | 
pleaſe only Men of Your Caſt, | 3 


nter n ee e T | 
| NY Ving | 
1 have the Honour to be, with the higheſt Neſpect, 
SIR, 0 

Tour woſt Obedient, and | 


moſt Humble Servant, 
LEONARD WEIST ZD. 
| | 


PROLOGUE |, 


| ' 


't 
1 


| 


| 


'The Bullion, with fair Nature's I 


PROLOGUE 


By a GENTLEMAN of the Temple. 
Spoken by Mr. R TAN. 


UR Author, tho 4 Stranger on the Stage, 
Has, by his various Muſe, enrich'd the Age : 
All that are born to Taſte (thoſe All, how few! ) 
In his terſe Lines the Britiſh Horace view. 
© Great tho he be, he comes with Reverence here; 
His Entrance, long del iy d, avows his Fear. : 
How nice the Tusk. at once to probe and eaſe: 
To heal weak Minds. whoſe Fully's their Diſeaſe ! 
More dangerous ſtill from modern Plans to ſtray. 
And ſhun the Route, where Cuſtom beats the Way | 
Tbeſ Scenes on well-bred Danglers hall expoſe, 
That ſtale Dramatick Treat! Coquets and Beaux : 
Poor Mimichries ] that Dullneſs ſtill conceal ; 
Th uiid ſhe/t ring in the Pert Genteel | * 
True Humour is 4 happier Caſt of Thought : 
By Nature's Hand that Maſter-piece is wrought ; 
Humour | which gives the Comic Work its Grace, 
Where Wit itſelf holds but the ſecond Place. 
In entient Greece, the Muſes native Sil, 
This Mine repaid the firſt Diſcoverer's Toil : 
By Grecian m_ the (miling Ore, 
With Terence viſted be Roman Shore; 
In Commerce, thence, to every Realm it paſt ; 8 


5 caſt, 
In ber own Mint, thro' every Age uf 
Ev'n ſerious Spain the current Coin receives, 
Where, ſpight of Time, 1h immortal Quixote lives; 
The lively French vow the ſparkling Fein, 
And boaſt of old, their Rabelais — Montagne : 
In Britain, ot till fam d Eliza's Age, 
The bumourous Muſe adventur'd * the Stage, 
0 | 3 


* 
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uneque/ 1 * 
But few befide the h Mark bee bes: 
To forc'd unnatural Te now ſubmit, 


To labour d Scandal, and mechanick & it. 
Now, Poets, your advent'rous Brother ſpare, 
And, generous, make bis firſt Eſſay your Care 
If not to him, in Pity to the Ave, 

Extend your old Indulgence to this Stage ; 
This Stage | to Tou ſtill open, This alone: 

So delicate, ye know, the Other's grown, 
No Work can enter there, except their own. 


— — 


* — 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


MEN. 

Lord Fverne. . 
Colonel Sverne, his Son. Mr. Ryan. 
Beaufort, Friend to . — Kverne. _ — 
Sir Humphry Staple, a Citizen. r. 
Toby, his Son. Mr. W. Bullock. 
Wormwood, Servant to Lord Severne. Mr. Hippiſley. 

| W OMEN. 
Emilia, Lord Kvernes Ward. Mrs. Bullock, 
Sir Harry Truefove, the diſguis'd 

* of Lord Kverue. 5 Mrs, Tounger. 
Miſs Fenny Staple, Daughter to 

Humpbry. 4 Mrs. Leger. 
Lettice, Emitia's Woman. Mrs. Eg/eron. 


S C EN E the Lord Severne's Houſe, &. James's. 
THEJ: 


8 The Difſembled W ANTON; 
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ACTL SCENEL 
SCENE The Lor | 
d Severne' 
St. James's. — 
Colomel | 
SEVERNE ad BEAUFORT. 


Col. SEVERNE. 


| WV 


—— 1 cat — 3 
NOTE 9 t is monſtrous; the Reafonablenets | 
of 


——— 


wou d be glad to learn it. 


2 The DiſſembledWanton;, or, 


of Entertainments, is an Argument againſt them; arid 
« reliſh for Wit, is thoughts mark of the wane fit. 
Kverne. e w in up- 
on us, and we daily import the Vices of yecelgners 
without their Virtues; and cull out and adopt the Va- 
nity of all Nations, the good Qualities of none. 
Beauf. In ſhort, we are fing-ſong'd at once out of 


our Senſes, and our Money. 
Col. Kverne. Thanks to a good Government, that 


defends us from Popery ! Fm ſure, our Diverſions are 


Popiſh enough; that is, they are perform'd in an un- 


known Tongue. 
Beauf. by Performers, that can perform no- 
thing elſe. 
Col. Kverne. So far, at leaſt, we are got towards 
1 We have Muſic, without Diſtinction of 
xes. | 
Beauf. Mean time. where is our Learning? Where 
our antient Arts? The Politeneſs of the Nation? 
Col. &verne. They are all bought up, and ſent a- 
way to Switzerland ; and in their room, we are ſup- 
plied with certain nocturnal Ceremonies, or Revels, 
that much reſemble the Orgies of the Ancients. . 
Beauf. Only with this Difference thoſe Feaſts 
were in Honour of Bzcchus; theſe are dedicated to 


Col. Kverne. Ay, they're the School of Love. 
Beauf. Rather ſay, the Mart of Mai 


Nurſery of Cuckolds. and the Terror of Citizens. 


Col. Sæverne. Or the reſource of Stale Virgins, and 


un- accommodated Prudes. 
| Beauf. Well Kverne, you may be as as you 
pleaſe, but Alas! Ihave other Things to think 
Of — | | Ls bs. 
Col. Sverne. What ! Dear Be ? Believe 
me, Melancholly has no rms in it for either Man 
or Woman; thee make a Truce with your Spleen, 


and learn to live from me. l a 
Beauf. If you have any Secret in Philoſophy, 1 


Col. 
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My So get Money, 3 
Col. &verne. Only this: My Philoſophy is to be al- 
ways in good Humour, or at leaſt not to come into 


Company without it 3 Wiſdom, when it makes a 
y 


Man uneaſy, is but Folly with a grave Countenance. 

Beauf.- Severne, Kverne! I cou d be gay, and full of 
Spirit, like you, and other happy Men ; but when the 
Heart is afflicted, and we pant after Bleflings we can't 
attain | 

Col. Severne. I ſee your Head is eternally running 
upon my Sifter ; It's true, my Father has ſent her to 
Fance, to prevent your marrying Her; but never fear, 
I warrant vou. ſhe will find her Way back again. 
| Beauf. O Charlotte, Charlotte! Was ever ſuch 
cy in Woman! ö 

Col. &verne. Thou haſt her Heart. Beaufort. Poor 
Girl! I'm afraid ſhe paſſes her Time in Paris, much as 


thou doſt in London! 


Beeuf. Yet I muſt wonder. Charles, how ſo ** 
natur d a Man, as my Lord Sverne, cou'd uſe his 
Child with ſo much Rigour, as to baniſh her, only 
for thinking kindly of a Man, at leaſt, underno Re- 


Col. Sverne. My Father is like other old Men; the 
Gallantry of Paſſion is dead in him. and, in his preſent 
way of thinking. he cannot readily reconcile the In- 
equality of your Circumſtances. 

Beauf. Wou'd I had never ſeen her! Perhaps ſhe 
wiſhes ſo of me. _ 

Col. Sæverne. Will you be rul'd? Urge my Lord no 
more on that Subject for the preſent ; our Averſions 
at firſt are ſtubborn, and grow more obſtinate by being 


| oppoſed : Strive not to wreſt his Opinion from him, 
and in time he may lay it afide of Burr 


Beauf. This is a hard Leſſon. 
Col. Sverne. Indeed, your beſt way will be to ſeem 
to think no more of Charlotte, and to endeayour to 


lead my Lord into that belief. 
 Beauf. His Lordſhip will not be eaſily cur'd of his 
Suſpicions. 


2 Col. 


poſal: Make Love to ber. — 


Beauf. Make Love to one, I have for 
any to obtain! Will that be honourable 


Love. Befides, her ald Father, Sz — 
will be a ſufficient Bar to all Misfortunes of t hat ſort 


ing to teo cloſe an E — 
een make Love to her, and you'll blind 


this 
my dear Charferte; 
but aukwardly. 


— 
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3 
member was the Town talk, and this is what perhaps 


makes him cautious of haſtening the Marriage. 
Beavf. It E —end tem © one, but that 


Col. Sverne. Wirmwend ! 

Beauf. Ay, that Profeſſor of Saintſhip; ten to one, 
bur he has taken ins to improve the Story, and by 
that — 1 ill Offices with my Lord: You 
have not much reaſon to think him your Friend. 

Col. Kuerne. I know it; his grave Behaviour, and 
— _ have given him Credit with my Fa- 
ther Match propos d between Emilia, Sir 
Humephry Staple's Son, is of his Contrivance. 

Beeuf. Sir Humybry's Son, I take it, has all the Qua- 
lifications _— wants to get Money, that wants 


6 The Diſſembled Wanton, or, 


Emer Miſs Jenny Staple. 
Puty 290. Dag 8 gs you to do us is extream- 
ly obliging— I ſwear, look as pretty as an Angel 
to day—— You bring fo vany Charms along with you, 
— — that you make up an Aſſembly in your oõn 


. on . 
Miſs Fenny. O Lord, Sir, you confound me! Idon't 
know how toreturn your Complement. 
a (Severne walks aſide. 
Well, I vow and proteſt, our Citizens are no more 
like Courtiers—— Tell me, Mr. Beaufort, don't you 
think Col. Sverne a charming Man? Something ſo gal- 
lant! So Soldier-like! You fee, Sir, he has thrown his 
Bomb, tho he wou d not ſtay to ſee what Execution it 
wou'd make. 
 Beauf. Oh! Madam, the Colonel has more Policy 
than your humble Servant; he makes a ſafe Retreat in 
time, and dares not truſt himſelf in the midſt of ſo 
many Dangers. | 
Miſs Jenny. Nay, now I I think you are a 
ing Man too; but tell me, Mr. Beaufort, don't 
you think the Colonel a moſt agreeable Creature ? 


Beauf. I think you a moſt agreeable Creature, and 


him and all Men happy, that are prais d by you: For 
my part. I have no greater Ambition 


Miſs Fenny Lord Sir, I wonder at you, that can 
talk ſo! I proteſt BY call 6s the Gans — know 
you do bur flatter me too. bs 
Nauf. Where Beauty, like yours is, Flattery loſes 
its Nature. | 

Enter Ld. Severne, attended by Wormwood. | 

Id. Kverne. Mr. Beaufort. your Servant— Madam, 
I'm proud of this Favour— Is your Father come ? 

Miſs Fenny. Yes, my Lord: I think he is in Diſcourſe 
with Mr. Wormwood, | 

Ld. Sverne. You are all welcome. This Reſpect 
ſhewn to fair Emilia, the Orphan Daughter of my moſt 
valued Friend, deſerves my Acknowledgement: You 
are heartily welcome. Mike 


- 


My So get Money. 
Miſs Fenny. I ſuppoſe. my Lord, Eilia 15 
from her Toilet by this time. Come abet 
ſay you ? Shall we go make her our Complements? 
Ld. Sverne. Y do her an Honour. 

[Exeunt Col. Severne. Beaufort and Miſs Jenpy: 
How anxious is a Parent's Condetion! How of 


— exity, from the Uncer- 
— lam in about my Chil dy Daughter Char- 
forc'd me. by her ill-plac'd Love, to ſend her 
2 r and Abſence 
may cure her of her Paſſion for Mr. Beaufort. : 
Worm. Very melancholly indeed ! But your Lordſhip 
muſt have Patience; in due time ſhe will return to her 


Du 

Ld. Sverne. Charlotte's Diſobedience is not all: Ei- 
| lis, whom I love next to Charlotte. gives me reaſon to 
ſuſpect her Diſcretion; her Behaviour to you — 
Harry Trueſove is too familiar and unguarded; you 
| often obſerv d it; and then the Account — 
from Letrice, amazes me. 

Worm. Truly. an pleaſe your Lordſhip, I thought it 
my Duty to make this Diſcovery to your Honour: As 
I owe all to your Goodneſs, Ie not ſee you ſo a- 
bus d; tho into ſuch things is very contrary to 
my Diſpoſition. | 
Ld. Kverne. You do well— Now I ſhould wrong my 
Son in the tendereſt Point, by warrying him with a 
Wanton; on the other hand. my Son, 1 fear, is in too 
ſtrict an Alliance with another Lady, to be ſo good a 
Husband as be ought to Emilia. 

Worm. That he is under ſtrict Engagements to that 
Lady. I'm certain; it appears from the Letters under 
her own Hand to him which I ſhewed your Lordſhip. 
Ld. Kverne. I wou'd not wrong Yr Emilia ſo much 
as to wed her toa Man. whoſe Fjdeli ſhe cannot be 
aſſured of; my AN their Mar- 
riage, till 1 ſatisfy my ſelf as to the Diſtruſt I have 
entertain d of them both. 


Worm, 


8 The Difſembled Nanton; or, 
Worm. Your Lozdihip's Prudence is daily my 


Worm. Alas | it gri 
Lond, do not queltion me 
Ld. Kverne. Make it 


— — but ſomewhat too 
1 Te 15 Son to me, as 
Match for Emilia What CPS 


your Lord- 
wavering up and down this Morn- 
withour doi 


Lordſhip 2 . 
Id. <4 Sir -Humphry, I have conſider d of it. but 
— in coming to 2 Reſolution in an Affair o. 

t Importance. | 

(5 Hm. Br, my L e 
k y to your 15 

the Colonel ? My Lord, he i already engaged. __ 
| | promis d. 


Well 


ow wy Re 
—— 
Ex1 Lg. Severne. 


1 


ir Humphry. 


you are too obligi 


, I will not 
time you ſhall 


My Lord, 


ach, and in a ſhort 


—— 


+ ww -— — 


Boy. Tek 
mb. In what Part of the City 


= 


10 The Diſſembled Wanton ; or, 
Well, Mr. Wornmwoed, what ſay you ? If this Buſineſs 
ſucceeds, you ſhall have a Fellow-feeling _——— 
Worm. You and I are old Acquaintance, Sir Humpbry 
we know one another; you never neglected 
Friends, to my Knowledge ; and you ny cw 
on't, I ſha'nt be wan to give my helping Hand ; 
but I have my little Affairs too to mind this buſy: 
Day——Your Worſhip's Goodneſs will diſpenſe wi 
me. 


Sir Hum. Dear Mr. Wormwood we exCuſe bu 
My Son and I are very good Company by our ſelyes. if 
; [Exit Wormwood. 

Come hither, Toby z I am about to ſettle thee, my 


Sir Hus. To get thee a Wife, I mean. 
Sir. 


Sir Huss. In the firſt place, you muſt learn to over- * 
nd never to think any thing an Abuſe, 
t a 


Bargai 

Toby. Ay: | 
Sir Hum You are going to be married; do you mark 
| Toby ! There are a ſort of fine Fellows at this End 
the Town, who covet all the Goods and Movea- 
Citizens, not excepting our Wives; if you 
y of theſe . Coxcombs frequent in r 
Spoute, never interrupt them be bind, 

ay 3 you may Wo: 

3 © n their No 

Toby, look upon your Wife as ſo Hu 


The 
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Toby. Ay, and ſo I muſt. 

Sir Hum. In the next Place, and above all things, 
Toby, never lend Money for Lending ſake : Nothing 
or Nothing, and Something for Something ; give Lit- 
e for Much, and take Much for Little Boy. 

Toby. That's pretty. Father; let me ſee, 

pr Nothing and Much for Little R | 
Sir Hum. Ah Blunderbuſs ! thy Head is made for, 
zrning a piece of Senſe the wrong fide out: Now * 
aind me again; Nothing for Nothing, and Somethi 

or Something; give Little for Much, and take Muc 
for Little, Boy ——This was thy Great Grandfather's , 
fon to all his Children, and theſe Maxims got his 
our Sons, each an Eſtate, in four different Counties 
tezefore I ſay, Lend no Money. . 5 
Toby. But, Sir, if a Friend ſhould, through Misfor- 
ne, fall into want. | 
Sir Hum. Why Thickſcull ! that is his Misfortune, - 
ot thine : Doſt thou take me ? 

Toby. Ay right. That is his Misfortune. | 
Sir Hum. An excellent Lad this! quick of Appre- 
enfion ! Yes, yes, the Rogue will thrive But 
harkye, Toby, you will in time be a Magiſtrate. 

. Toby. Not in time, Father, but when I am out of my 
ime. 


Sir Hum. There you had like to have been witty a- 

ain: Sirrah, did not I correct you Yeſterday ? Now 
ind me ; when you are a Magiſtrate, disburſe not a 
ny of your own Money. 

Toby. How mult I do, to eat and drink then? 

Sir Hum. Upon your Office; you then eat and drin 

or the Publick, not for your ſelf ; and the Publick is 
o pay for it: And this is what moſt wiſe Men mean by 

ublick Spirit. 

Toby. Nay, Father. for that matter, you know l love 

arly to dine at the Halls. 

Sir Hum. Ay, ay, you may board at leaſt upon the 

ublick ; tis a poor Magiſtracy, that cannot maintain 

_ Now, my Boy, I have a Secret to entruſt to 


2 0 


B Teb!. 


Sir Hum, Right again. When this is 
ve. e r woof 


The Diſſembled Wanton ; Of 


Toby. Aptly, Father! What will become of me then 
Be not frighten'd, Boyz I mean not to 


as to break thee: My B 
| E 


Nigh 
Why, ay Sir, as you ſaid before, that is thei 
Fault, not yours. 


56 And can I be a Parliament Man, Sir ? 

Sir Hum. Thou ſhalt be a Parliament Man, Toby. 

Toby. I am afraid, I han't 8 i 

Sir Hum. Not Wit en Numſcul ! Thou art rich 
enough, and whoſoever is rich, is witty ; a rich Mar 
is witty without Wit. and may be a Senator extream 
ly wiſe without Wiſdom. 

1 1 But how ſhall I do to ſpeak in the Houſe, . 


Oe hem. peck! Tow can vote, Sirrah : And let me 
tell you a Vote is a pretty thing for a oung Man 
begin the World with; a very thing | Youca 
fay, Ay and No. Toby, can't you ? Sylla 
222 No; that's all———and let your Loo 

reſt 

Toby. Let me alone for that, Father ! No body loob 
like me. that's certain. 

Sir Hum. Come, now let me ſee ſome of your n 
fignificant _———_ — 

Toby. Now, Sir —  -- 


— = — ̃ — — — 


My Son ger Money. 13 
Sir Fun. The Importance of that Face I How great- 
ly his Gravity prevails over his Youth! It is a Look 
"of Credit! 's not a Man at St. Famer's or White's, 
could borrow a hundred Pounds upon his Counte- 
nance at fifry Years of Age, and I am ſure thou couldſt 
have borrow'd a at fifteen. 
Toby. Shall I look again, Father? 5 
ze Sir Hua. Ar, Toby, once more There it is agai” ' 
„Icke ſelf-fame ! The Family Countenance ! Depth f 
4 Thought impenetrable ——— 
Toby. Ay, gueſs my Meaning, who can ! 
not. Sir Hum. Now, other Fat promiſe themſelves 
| — H the — i _ of * Con. 
which evity; ou, Toby. erve thy Gra- 
vity, and ſtudy to improve that lucrative Solemnity 
of thy Features. But hold, Tiby——it will now be a 
— time for me to introduce you to the young La- 
dy ———mean while, remember what I have been ſay- 
ing to you, and ſtick cloſe to that ſame Phiſſognomeni- 
cal Wi : For, as the Poet has it, (not that I read 
s , or would encourage any Man to do it; but 
the Moral of theſe Lines is ſo incomparable. that 
but get em by Heart ) Now obſerve 


Nature, 1 Dilguile, 


Emilia end Sir Harry Truelove. 
Ewilia. Ear Sir Harry Truelove, or rather dear char- 


{otze, now we are alone. | 
Sir Harry, Yes for a Moment, and to my dear Emilid, 
I am Charlotte again. * _ Emilic. 


14 


talk of Love, my dear; what think you of the Succeſs 
of my Stratagem thus far ? 


— m — — —— r  - — —  - 


The Diſſembled Wanton ; or, 
Emilia. How agreeable, my Dear, are theſe Interya 


of Privacy, when we can chat over our little 
Concerns 


ther, as it were by ſtealth, and be a 
wiſe, or as filly as we pleaſe. 

Sir Harry. Agreeable, indeed, to be thus free from the 
Reftraints we are under in the Publick, and in ou 
Commerce with the Men ! It is methinks, like the Eaſ 
one feels in being undreſt; the Diſhabille of Life ! 

Emilia. All one does, is ſo diſengag'd and natural 
no Pain on or ad. of dro ing an 
unguarded Expre or OO out ule, o 
abating of ones Diſtance ! the Tongue, the Eye, the 
Soul 1s at Liberty. | 

Sir Harry. And what is worth all. while we are thus 
alone. we may praiſe the Man we love. nor bluſh. to 
own we love him; I may ſpeak of Beaufort with Rap-i 
ture, and you as fondly of my Brother : And now we 


Emilia. Its Succeſs ſurprizes me: I could not have be- 
liev'd it poſſible, Things ſhou'd have gone ſo well. 
Sir Harry. Yes. poſſible enough; my retirement inte 
the Country. the Letters I contriv'd to be ſent. 
from Calais. fignifying my Arrival there, and others 
afterwards from Paris, of the ſame Import; could 
leave my Father in no manner of Suſpicion, but hate 
J was really in Fance: Then my coming to 
Town again, in this Diſguiſe, 12 the Name of Si 
Harry True love, my Admiſſion into the Family, as a R 
lation of yours, was but natural, and to be . 
Emilia. If I judge wrong, you impute 1t to my 
Cares for you. 
Sir Harry. That I remain undiſcoyer'd here is owing 
to the Guard and Caution I always carry about me — 
Shou'd Beaufort, or my Brother find me out, there were 
no great harm in it; and as for my Father, I come fo 
little within his Obſervation, that I am not much in 
danger of being known by him. 
Emilia. If the Letters. you tranſmit to Paris, are 
but regularly convey'd back again, I think you tole 
rably ſafe. | | Sir 


My So get MONEY. 15 

Sir Herry. And, who knows, what happy Events may 

iſe, during my ſuppos d Abſence, to favour my 
? 


Emilia. In the mean time you meet with variety of 

rertainment, and paſs thro a world of Gallantry. 

— 4 So much, I'm tir'd with it : More Women 

ve love to me, fince I have been a Man, than 

xr Men did while I was a Woman — Bur by the by, 

= comes it to paſs, that your Wedding is 
rr d? 

Emilia. Indeed, I don't know; ſome thing or other 

wrong, that I can't find out; but, my Dear, I have 
vs for you more diſagreeable. 

Sir Harry. What is it? 

Emilia, Why. Beaufort has deſerted you; he makes 

ve publickly to Miſs Jenny Staple; to my Knowledge 


does. 
Sir Harry. I dare truſt him; tis only a Feint; ſome 
ifice todeceive my Father: Shou'd it ve other- 
e, I know how to fit him, that is, III be his Ri- 
, and court Mrs. Fenny at the ſame time. 
Emilia. What will you get by that? 
ir Harry. I ſhall at diſcover the Bottom of his 
gn ; beſides, I ſhall have the Pleaſure ro mortify 
n: For if I do not get his Miſtreſs from him. with a 
guiſhing Look or two, and a few empty Speeches 
uch I have at command, I renounce all my Preten- 
as to Gallantry for ever. 
milia. Thou haſt a good deal of Vanity, however, 
thy Share. 
bir Harry. But I have more Beauty; and you know. 
n they meet in Perfection in our Sex. they ſer off 
another : But you miſtake me all this while; I 
't fay, I cou'd rival Beaufort with a Woman of 
ſe. but I Il undertake to play the Fool with Miſtreſs 
more to her Liking. than he can. But, my Dear, 
ad like to have forgot to have told it you, I 
treating with my Lord for his Daughter; I have 
poſed myſelf as a Match for my ſelf ; what think 


of it ? 
| Emilia. 


— Y RS —H 
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Emilia. The Humour was very well for once, 
you muſt be cautious of carrying that ſeſt too far. 
So, Mr. Sverne l it's a Wonder, I t“ ink, to ſee you. if 
ES = to fee you, Madam, is ſeeing 
O0 * 
* Emilie. I know you fine Gentlemen affect to fi 
fine Things to the Ladies, but tis more to ſhow ye 
own Wit to Advantage, than our Beauty. 
Sir I believe, Madam. the Ladies are of Opinic 
| a Man ſeldom ſhows his Wit to advantage, but whe 
| Emilia. Pr ythee, Sir Harry, don't you pretend of 
it 


| know our Sex ſo well. 
| Col. Kvern. Know em, Madam! That Peruke af 
' that Face cannot but know more of Womankind, tha ud 
all the Philoſ in the World: A taller Ma 
mayn't know ſo much; but, Madam, you ſeem 
fingle out Sir from the reſt of the Cannes 
E that I doubt you'll create him Envy ; 
indeed, the moſt Youth and Beauty — — 
Sir Harry. I have my Share, I think indeed, Colone 
but you are too ſecure of your Intereſt in this Lady, 
fear me, or any other for a Rival. 
Emilie. Who told you ſo, Sir Harry? If you mi 
me your Confident, I don't make you mine — 
Why, indeed, Mr. Severne, I muſt own, I like Sir N 
1s Company; tho perhaps, I ſhou'd not much en 
any Woman, that had him for a Husband ; but 
ha I know not how, to have an Opinion of 1 
Diſcretion, and thinking me a tolerable Judge of 
own Sex, he has taken a Fancy to intruſt me with 
Secrets. 
les Bag x Sir; I never talk my Affairs ti 


, leſt he ſhould betray me, or prove 


V 

Col. Kverne. Oh! I commend your Prudence hig 
and am ſorry for having interrupted your Counſel 
Jong. [Exiz Cul. Seven 
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milie. I fanty, charlotte, the Colonel thinks I have 
ind to run away with you. ot you with me. 

If 1 were fare, that was his Opinion. I'd 
Bans of in; he ſhou'd have more Nea- 


2 


Severne, and Col. Severne obſerve them. 
a- 


y, I think, you are a very impudent 
able young Fellow. | 
Wir Harry. Heavens! what a Neck and Shape! what 
Air! O this Hand! I cou d feaſt upon it for ever. 
Emilis. Go, go, Sir Harry; now I think you more 


Kverne. You ſee, Charies, I have not entertain'd 
picions of Emilis's Conduct without Reaſon. | 
Col. &verne. I know not what to think: this Beha- 

dur inany Woman, but Emilie, I own, wou'd look 


nad. Kverne. And is Emilie then not a Woman? 
 {oman, and cannot y be preva upon 
der down to the Level of her Sex. | 
Ld. Sverne. Charles I do not blame you for the Con- 
gn you ſhew ; but be adviſed; rather ſupport this 
ſtreſs a while, than ſuffer it to betray you into 


Arer. 

ol. Kverne. Il endeavour to compoſe this Tumult: 

he is not virtuous. my Lord, the is not lovely. 

id. Sverne. Indeed, if (he is not virtuous, ſhe is no 

ie for thee, Charles; however, I wou'd not wrong 
is nor conclude any thing raſhly to her Prejudice, 

d tender a Point. 

dl. &verne. Doubt it not, my Lord, but III ſearch 

Buſineſs to the Bottom. 


gl 


1 [ 


18 The Diſſembled Vanton; or, 
Ld. Swverne. You know, Charles, your Behavior 
therto towards her has been that of a fond reſpec 

Lover; your way now will be, to aſſume the eaſy 
dom of a Gallant; if this manner of Addreſs x 
acceptable to her. you may reaſonably conclude | 
mats Sir Harrys Familiarities upon the ſame Fobt. 

Col. Kverne. I hope, I ſhall be able to difſemble 
Paſſion ſo far. as to follow your Lordſhip's Directie 
and Fll looſe no Time in it. [Ex1t. Col. Seve 

Ld. Kverne. To my Son alone have I confided 
—— of Emilia; to Emilia alone will I confide 

picions of my Son. And here ſhe comes. 

| Enter Emilia. 
Emilia, I have ſomething to impart to thee, and 
anſwer me truly: Havel ever t unkindly by t 
in any Thing? - 
 _ My Lord, that Queſtion is your firſt l 
neſs. | 
Ld. S&verne. I am glad, you think ſo. You were 
g. when your Father died, to have any Knee 

Jedge of the Friendſhip that was between us: Your 
ther was an hqnourable Man, and he thought 
of me; you were his lateſt, and his only Care; and 
the declining State ofhis Health, the more his Indil 
fitions encreaſed upon him, the more were you 
Subject of his Diſcourſe to me; and he often ſaid v 
Satisfaction, my Daughter will not want a Fatl 
while you live. g 
Emilia. Indeed, my Lord, you have been an in 
gent Father to me. | 
Id. Severne. Be aſſur d, Emilia, I am tenderly cc 
cern'd for thy Wellfare, and for that Reaſon or 
have Ideferr'd your Marriage with my Son; I 


ealouſies concerning him; and muſt our 
el y 


ance to come at the Truth. You ſeem ſurprisd —— 


LI. F7- 


A3 
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Emilia. My Lord, you have inſtructed me to tha 


ſo well of Col. &verne, I cou'd almoſt i 
| ſpeak this only to try my Eſteem for him. 

Ld. Sverne. Not fo, Emilia: To be plain with 
I am inform'd, he 'has an Intereſt in a certain L 
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Quality, of ſuch a Sort, as nia interfere with 
ppineſs : The Town A 
Emilia. How, my ! 

Ld. Sverne. Hear me, my Child; in ;my Fondne fo 


to proceed with Caution ; my Fo 
2 not lead me to injure you; I muſt act as 


(0,01 FL! — > 
Emilia. Your Lordſhip, I fear, carries Suſpici- 
is too far: I wou'd anſwer with my Life for the Co- 


nel's Honour. 

Ld. Sverne. Briths, 3 dellave my fag faves thank gn 
r acquit himſelf of this Wo- 

an, if he cou d © 2 but whether he 

ay not have private Obli tions to her, which ma 

r — a — — 

5, is what I am five of. 

Emilia. Be pleaſed, my Lord, to truſt this Buſineſs 

ith me; if re be the leaſt Ground for you Ap- 
_ . 

Ld. Severne. t is my Opinion, Emilia, that you can 

> it more {sfully than any one; he has already 

atruſted you with MG Love, end wi not ſuſpect his 

oft retir'd Thoughts unſafe in your 

Emilie. 1 doube not, my Lord, but I ſhall be able 

d win the Secret from him, if there be any. 

Ld. Severne. It will be your Intereſt ; you are often 
one together : Watch him in his fond Moments, and 


[Exit Emilia. 


Enter Sir Harry Truclove. 
To, Sir Harry! 


n Lord, your Servant. 
Ld. Kverne. What can this y Man mean, by 
r puller; Me 1 


for all, inform i you (pO 
e my Years, und in an 4 
ich Concernment nt) I 14. plainly inform 
— that I cannot abide — for my 


ghter, and I dere | may hear no more of i, 


- ” # 5 
- * . 
„ „ö 2 — 1 


jhen his Mind is of its Guard, take your Opportunity. : 


Sir 
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Sir E My Lord, I ſhou'd not have 
aſpire that Honour, had not Mr. Beaufort 's Preter 
fions been rejected ; for I muſt acknowledge, I thi 
he has every good Quality and Accompliſhment, tha 
can recommend a Gentleman to ones Eſteem, or mak 
one 122 of his — 2 
Td. Severne. Mr. Beaufort is much obliged to you 
I have not, it's true, — againſt him 
but I have one in my Eye, to whom I have none 
all: At leaſt, Sir, the Perſon I give my Daughter te 
be he who he will, ſhall have no other Engagement: 

Sir Harry. Your Lordſhip, I preſume, does not knoy 
of any that I have. | 

Id. Severne. Are you very ſure of that? But no M. 
ter = 7 17 the 3 * Look you, Si 
to cut things ſhort, I am of Opinion, my Daughter 
Quality, Breeding, and Character, entitle her to 
much better Match! 

Sir Harry. My dear Lord, don't be angry with m 
I cannot help ſmiling——— Now, upon my Life; Dc 

I think myſelf every whit as well-bred, and of as fai 
a Character as her Ladyſhip. | 

Ld. Sverne. A more pert Coxcomb have I never met 
with. { 4fde.] Good Sir Harry, let me entreat you, that 
we may have no Diſputes on this Subject: I have tol: 
you already, and I tell you once more, I am abſolut 
ly determin'd never to marry my Daughter into a 
4 ha 

4r t my Lord, you can have ne 
juſt Reaſon to refuſe me; for, with Submiſſion, m. 
Family is as good as yours. : : 

Id. Sverne. Your Family as good as mine, Stripling 
Sir Harry. Pardon me, my Lord, my Family is as good 
-adymurs, and ſomething more antient. 

dk Kverne. How ! Well Sir, — but whatever or 
Family is, I am the more antient in my own Per 
1 Go, you're a 30 dd 

Sir Harry. Perhaps your Lordſhip may your 

miſtaken. 


Id. S&verne. Again! 
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_ _ I au. 5 Boy. 
oes no for one. 
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— N in it But 
muſt hide my Netndgents d I examine fur- 
= .]— Well Sir Harry, you 1 and 

dies, now-a-days, have mighty new Sentiments, ro 
What we had in our Time; among you, nothing is 
igh'd, by the nature of the Thing, but by the 
zrance: You value no good Actio n but what is 
own, _ no ill one that is ky ; 
Sir Harry. My good old Lord, you ſpeak like an anti- 
t Philotopher; — Ilive like a modern one — Come, 
>n't be moody, my Lord; but ſend back for your 
ughter, and believe me, who know what the Sex Is, 
well as any Gentleman in England. 


He that wou'd Women rule, muſt have the Skill, 
Not to reſtrain, but rightly guide their Will. 


Ld. Severne. Extremely well, Sir J. Your Ser- 

nt. Exit Ld. Severne. 

sir Harry. Go thy ways, Papa! I'll teach you to be 

obedient to your own Daughter. | 

Enter Beaufort. 

eure a pretty Gentleman, Mr. Beaufort! I hear you 

ake court to Mils Staple. 

Beauf. What then, Sir! 

* What then, Sir! 

Beauf. Would not you have me ? 

Sir Harry. Would not I have you! 

Beauf. H Have you a Mind to her your ſelf, Sir Harry 2 

Sir Harry. A mind to her my ſelf ! What do you 

ean, Sir? 

Beauf. Nay, nothing at all; but whar do you mean 

Sir Harry. Nay, nothing at all ; og 32 4 
not ſo cunning as you 
gn, and this Courtſhip ison a Frick to | my 
Kverne: Come pr'ythee Beaufort own it. 

Beauff, If you have the Art to find out a Secret, 1 

dpe you have the Honour to keep it. 


= ut 


E 
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Si I's a 1 told — oo Beauf, 
ir Harry. I'ts as 1 told you, ; Mr. fort 
mates court to Miſtreſs Fenny only en paſſant, and to di- 
vert my Lord's Fears for charlotte: Is it not fo? 
Beauf. You will have it fo. 
— Emilia. Here comes Milfs Staple, with her Father: Sir 
Hurry, if you pleaſe we'll avoid them; I have ſome- 
thing to communicate to you. 
Sir Harry. By all means, Madam; it would be ill- 
bred to diſturb a Gentleman in his Affairs. 
[Exeunt Sir Harry and Emilia. 
Enter Sir Humphry, and Jenny. 
Beauf. Pretty Miſtreſs Stapie, where have you been 
abſent from my Eyes fo long? 
Miss Jenny. I juſt from Col. Sverne; well, 
he's a fine Gentleman! So diverting ! So entertaining ! 
hy, It is impoſſible, Madam, to be otherwiſe in 
your Company; you was born to inſpire the World 
with good Humour and Gaiety— 
Miß Fenny. I vow and proteſt, Mr. Beaufort, you are 


very comical. 
Beauf. I ſwear by all that's facred, you are very 


tty. 
ei Fenny. Lord, you'd make one die with laughing. 

Sir Hum. Hey-day | Why, how now Huzzy! t 
ha ve you to do, to be dropping your Courtefies, and 
to be ſimpering upon every one you meet ? A Man 
.can't appear, but he draws you to him, like a Load- 
ſtone— Mr. Beaufort, you'll excuſe me, my Daughter, 
1 fear, f a little — = you Courtiers. * 

Beauf. Her Simplicity a nnocency become her, 
add an Gratiemans will take atvey of it. 

Sir Hum. Mr. Beaufort, I underſtand you court my 
Daughter; I muſt take the liberty ro inform you, no 
Man ſhall marry her without my Conſent. 

Nauf. Her Conſent, and yours, is what I ſhould be 
glad to obtain. . 

Sir Hum. As to her Conſent, I believe you may have 
4t for asking; but with me, there muſt be more Words 
chan one to a Bargain; my Daughter * 


w wa  &« FA. 
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dire, and I'll not part with her upon Credit; Some- 
thing for Something. and Nothing for Nothing. as I 
often ſay, is our Family Wiſdom: : a 

Beauf. Then there is ſome hope, Sir Hwmphry, of 
gaining your Conſent. * 

Sir Hum. There is a Poſſibilitv. RT 

Ho And pray, within what compaſs may that- 
Poſſibility lye ? 

Sir Hum, Why, Mr. Beaufort, it is within the com- 
paſs of Bank-Notes, Land, or Specie: Praduce fifty 
thouſand Pounds in Money, or Moneys worth, and 
my Conſent ſhall be forth coming. ' 

Beaaf. I doubt, Sir Humphry, it will be im 1 
ſhou'd produce ſuch a Sum quickly, and honeftly. 

Sir Hum, Sir, it matters not how. you come 2 the 
Sum; I never ask impertinent Queſtions; no Man 
worth fifty thouſand Pounds was ever thought diſno- 
neſt : You may be diſhoneſt while you are getting an 
Eſta te, but when once you have got it, Il anſwer for 
you, you ſhall be honeſt again. 

Beauf. But, Sir , I wou'd feign propoſe an 
Equivalent to you, What think you of a c t 
Fortune, accompany d with good Birth, and ali 
Education ? | 

Sir Hum. Why. Mr. Beaufort, that's the Faſhion of 
the Plate, as the Goldſmiths call it; now I never con- 
fider that, when I take in a Pawn; the Weight is 
al - Bur I have other Objections againſt you. 

Beauf. Will you do me the favour to inform me, 
what thoſe Objections may be ? | 

Sir Hum. In the firſt place, I am inform'd, you have 
the Misfortune to have a great Stock of Wit; I wou'd 
not be thought to blame you for what you cannot 
help; neither am I to blame, when I ſhun what I can- 
22 tie nnghrs, why fhew't you. be 

© pray, Sir i 
an Enemy to Men of Wit? =_ 

Sir Hua. Becauſe | know, Sir, it is a Profeflion with 
you Wits to ridicule ſober Men, and make a Jeſt of In- 
duſtry, and of all prudent Perſons, that are in a way 
of thriving. d 3. Braaf. 


% 


_—_ ————— — 
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 Beauf. But, Sir N I claim not that diſtin&i 
on in my felf, tho* I eſteem it in others; and I be 
lieve you'll allow Wit tobe a valuable Quality in th 
keeping of a wiſe Man. | 

Sir Hum. Sir, no Wiſe Man was ever a Wit; ant 
no Wit was ever a Rich Man ; and this is enough, ir 
conſcience, to bring it into diſcredit with me. 

Beauf. But, Sir Humphyy, perhaps I am flander'd ; ma 
ny honeſt Gentlemen have been very unjuſtly accus 
of this Crime: You may have been miſinform d. | 

Sir Hum. If I am, tis a Misfortune to you: To be 3 
Wit, is a Character, I affure you, that will do you no 

. greatService amongMen of Buſineſs; and. perhaps, you'l| 
not get much by it at Court. To deal plainly with 
you, Mr. Beaufort, I wou'd have for my Girl. a dili 
gent Man, that will follow Bufineſs, and get Money: 

ſhou'd not diſlike a Man, who cou'd ſometimes con- 
tent himſelf with a Pint of net Port after his Fa- 
tigue: Now, I ſuppoſe, you can reliſh nothing but 
— — rac ek | 1 

Beauf. Certainly they are generous Liquors; they ad- 
'vance Mirth and good Humour, id are reckon'd 
Friends to the Muſes. a 

Sir Hum. But what is this to Thrift, and good Huſ- 


bandry ? Sir, I admire at your Expreſſions: Is bein 


a Friend to the Muſes, an Argument with a money 
Man, who neither knows where the Muſes live, nor 
what Ware-houſes they keep, nor what Trade they 


. drive ? 
Beauf. I hope, Sir — — the Muſes have done you 
no Injury, it they have done you no Good. F 
Sir Hum, Yes, yes, Injury enough! I am told, their 
Bullies, the Wits and Poets, make it their Buſineſs in 
their Plays and Prologues to abuſe. their Betters, and 
that they treat Perſons of good Reputation very in- 
juriouſly, giving them Nick-names, as Nikin, Gripe, 
Scrape-all, Diie-fereding, and the like; now, Sir, I muſt 
be plain to tell you, that this Licenſe is onable, 
that Perſons of Subſtance and Credit ought not 


to be libell d by yaur Poets, and People of their Cha- 


Beauf. 


love to ſee Plays ? I pro 


— — — 
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Beauf. I am ſorry, their Character ſhou'd ſuffer with 
thoſe, who are moſt able to be ſerviceable to them. 
Sir Hum. In reality, Mr. Beaufort, they have nota 
very good Name. 
Beauf. How ſo, Sir? « 
Sir Hum. To ſay no worſe of them. tis not very 
creditable to be poor? tis but an indifferent Charac- 
ter to want Money: I don't know what the Senti- 


ments of you Courtiers are, but with us in the City, 


Honeſty and Wealth fignify the ſame thing, and when 
we fay, a Good Man, we mean a Rich Man. 

Beauf. I find then, Sir Humphry, that in the City 
you have a Language peculiar to your ſelves, as well as 
Cuſtoms and Manners. 

Sir Hum. Sir, we havea laudable Language, that goes 
all the World over : My Bills are underſtood at as N= 


1 
_ And as for our Manners, it is to dreſs clean, 
to live plentifully, to get Money, to owe Nothing, 
and truſt no Body. 

Beauf. You are very much to be commended : Bur 
the young Lady is out of the Queſtion all this while; 
the 15 extream pretty, and [ think not unlike you. 

Miſs Jenny. You Courtiers have always ſomething 


fo agreeable to fay ! 


Beauf. You figh, Madam 

Miſs Fenny. It is to think, how dull and infipid our 

Converſation is in Lombzrd-ſtreer. 

Sir Hum. Say you ſo ! Very fine ! [ Aſode. 
Miſs Fenny. Can't you play at Ombre, Mr. Beaufort? 

You ſhall teach me. — . tell me now ; — 2 

, I think they are very filly, 

but the Opera's are mighty diverting : Shall we have 

an this Winter Do you know? Tho' I 
ieve not Was you there the time, Mr. Beau- 

fort? I was. ' | ” 

Beauf. Was you ſo my Pretty one ? | 

Maſs Fenny. Ay, and I met the prettieſt Man there, 

that told me ſo many Stories, and things of the Town: 

I was never ſo charmingly entertain d in my Life— 


C4 Beauf. 


Was it you ? 


— — — 


. Preſumptions, that I have been deceived in her, a 


—— —— — — 
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Beauf. That I can't tell indeed! But I ſaw there a 
oung Lady in the Habit of a Shepherdeſs, fo beautiful, 
fo witty ! Was it you ? 

Miſs Fenny. Was it you ? did you ſay? my Stars! 
how pleaſant you are! 

Sir Hum, Come away, I ſay, Mr. Beaufort, your moſt 
obedient. | 

Miſs Fenny. Dear x adieu: You'll excuſe me. 

Exeunt Sir Humphry, and enny. 

Beauf. Adieu, my Angel ! | 

Enter Col. Severne. 

Col. Severne. Beaufort, you muſt come with me: I 
have Buſineſs of the laſt Conſequence, in which I muſt 
have your Advice and Aſſiſtance. 

4 2 Your Summons is very ſudden ! What is the 
air 1 

Col. S verne. Twill ſtartle you to hear it. Would 
you believe / Emilia, of all her Sex! Wou'd you be- 
lieve, Emilia was not virtuous ! | 

Beauf. I wou'd as ſoon believe, that Severne was not 
honeſt : You play with me. | 

Col. Severne. By Heaven I do not! There are 


that ſhe accounts lightly of her Honour: Not to k 
you inTuſpence, my Father has made the Diſcovery, 
have ſeen the Intr = my ſelf, her Gallant is 
Sir Harry Truelove : Fl you of more 
diſtinctly. 

Beauf. Tis prodigious! But be eaſy, my Friend! If 
this be true, you have had a good Eſcape. Better be a 
miſtaken Lover, than to be rank'd with the unhappy 

Col. = ith, Beaufort, if Suſpicions 

Severne. Faith, ors, my are 
juſt, the Difference is not great betwixt me, and the 
Gentlemen you ſpeak of, | 


They mourn the violated Marriage Bed ; 
 T pay 4 Hutband't Debt, before I wed. 


— — 


—  — — 
—  —— — — 
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PARA 


"* ACT m. SCENE I. 
Enter Beaufort end Col. Severne. 


uf. OW ! what! no Reſentment ! no Senſe of 
i Wrong done her ! and, was ſhe ſo com- 
ying ? Did ſhe yield, ſay you, to your looſe Sollici- 
: I tions at firſt, without any token of Reluctance ! 
aſt Col. S&verne. At firſt, indeed; ſhe difſembled, I knew 
dt what faint — 4 — and feemingly endeavoured 
2 Bluſh : But thoſe light Appearances ſoon went off, 
d gave way to the Strength of Appetite. Ay, ay, 
Faith ! ſhe has yielded fairly, given up ber Charac- 
, and promiſed me all, all that Wantonneſs it ſelf 
uld give or promiſe ! : 
Beanf. Moſt unaccountable and aftoniſhing ! had ſhe 
en no Pride ! A Lady of her Rank and Condition! 
d the no Pride at all left? | 
Kverne. Pride, in Woman's Heart, like Thorns 
nd Roſes, was planted there for her Protection; 
that Outguard of Honour; She has laſt 
— z and any looſe vain Coxcomb may touch, 
* , may gather her Fall'n from her bright 
b of Innocence, and her great Soul levell'd withVice. 
Beauf. Then all Womankind is falſe; and yet Char- 
I muſt ſtill think that Cherlerte is virtuous ! 
Col. S&werne. By the eternal Powers! I do not know 
my Mother wa 
beauf. Bib Chartorte, Charlotte, I ſay——— | 
L Kverne. Why, what of charlate ? She's in France, 
has no Body to obſerve her, no 


v7 8 


ae not ? where 
* Actions; at full Liberty to do or fay 
Lanf. In France | | Ny 
dl. Severne. Ay, and ten to one, but this very Mo- 
nr, ſome ſprightly Marquis may be lacing on her 
atzys 


Fo 
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. Stays for her; You know the Freedom in uſe among t 
dies of that gay Country. % 

Beauf. 'Sdeath ! I am on the Rack. 

Col. Sverne. Or may be, ſhe's fitting up in her B 
at Chocolate, and a ſpruce ſmart Abbe with his A 
round her. 2 

Beauf. Pſha, Pſha ! pr'ythee no more on' t. Y 
drive me to Diſtration. : 

Col. Sverne. How do Companions in Pain adminfÞr 
ter Relief to it l Now am I half caſed, only by ſeei 
him mov'd: but it is an illnatur d Pleafure, and 
unreaſonable one. Come, dear Beaufort, quiet yo 
ſelf: I was wild with Rage and Sorrow, when I dre 
this idle Picture of my Siſter : I do from my Soul 
lieve her good and virtuous, as ſhe is lovely. This is: 
cool Judgment——But Ei ; 

Beauf. Kind Kverne ! excuſe the Warmth I was 
tray'd into, thou beſt of Friends ! ——1 think I 

Emuiliz at a Diſtance. | | 
Col. Sverne. What moſt | 
' ſhould imagine me to be under a Promiſe 


fy is her an; the 


Fo fair! . of Beaury ! is 
by fo ſweet Condeſcenfion * 
Emi. I am very much in the Spleen; xilbd wi®* 
Spleen ! and all, I believe, for want of being flatt 
Col. Kverne. 4 is what you can ne 
want, except your 
Emilia. : dome know how it 17 z but I 2 1e! 
enjoy my ſelf by Day, nor Night, an 
ſomething or other——Dear Flartery! thou Cord 
a Won 
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Woman's waking Spirits, and her Opiat for Reſt ! It 
an Hour, a long dull Hour, fince you told me, I 
252 Goddeſs. . 


Col. Kverne. You ſhall be a Goddeſs again: but then 
like other Goddeſſes, and deſcend ſometimes to 
arming mortal Frailty. p 
Emilia. Lord, what a corrupt World is this ! one 
anot get ſo much asa Compliment without bribing 
vr it. 's ſomething ſo cold and faint in your Ci- 
llities! T really fancy, you don't like my Looks to-day. 
Col. Severne. Not like em. Madam ! Bleſs me, you 
pok like the Spring, with all the Graces round you. 
 Emiliz. Take Care, or you'll make me redden ; and 
en I ſhall be more like Autumn, than the Spring. 
Col. Severne. Ay. that's the Point, Autumn ! the 
ruits of Beauty ! the promiſed Fruit, my Love ! when 
ill you give it me 
Emilia. Piſh! 
Col. &verne. Think, my Angel, you are in the Bloom 
f Tears, and ought to improve the Advantage while 
-W& laſts; Life is too ſhort, to our Happineſs. 
Emilia. You talk, Sir, as if one was to be an old 
oman To-morrow : Indeed, I expect to be a Bloo- 
er fifteen Years to come. | 
Col. Kverne. What is fifteen Years ! they'll ſteal a- 
ay unobfery'd : And, like the reſt of your Sex, you'll 


come antiquated, before ſuſpect ir. 
Emilig. Dreadful pong cruel | his viour ſhocks 
Mme to the very Soul. To be treated as a lewd 
dmmoner ! Mercy but ſoft, my Heart——bear 
den Pang a- — N [ Aþde. 
Col. Kverne. But, my Dear ! my Life ! I muſt preſs 
1 erſe with 
ia. it 15 to converſe with you 
you, leave me to my ſelf I muſt endure his 


neg t 


Mults. to carry on my Deſign. [ 4Hfde. 
* 


r, you have given me your Promiſe. | 
Emilia. No, I have not; or if I had been ſo indif- 

4 a guilty Promiſe, you know, ought not = 
pt. | 
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- Col. S:werne. Can there be any Guilt in Pleaſi 
Child / Fie, fie! you are miſ- led by Educa tion and C 
nion ! that Trick, that common Cheat, and Enen 


ro Delight ;M 656 K 
Tw 1 a 2 ſti | . » 
The Fame — nd. in bei 7 : 


When Love and (oft Defire ſubdze the Will, 
The Deeds. that follow are not Smbply ill: 
No mortal Crimes to Appetite belong, 
Nor can our Parent Nature guide us 
Truth, Fuſtice, m—_ Honour's Bounds controul, 
And Virtue lives not in #be Blood, but Soul. 
Emilia. Poetry, thus vd, is the worſe for bei 
good. Come, be advifed for once, Mr. &verne ; chan 
your way of thinking, and quit the Advantage yah 
have of me. | 
Col. Sverne. What can I do in the Diftreſs of 
much Beauty before me? how forbear haſtning to t 
Poſſeſſion of it Lou forget, my Dear, you have co 
ſented, faith you have; you have given me your Wo 
Emilia. | gave you no Word, no Conſent ——( 
whatever I did, twas on Condition, you ſhould fi 
diſcover to me the whole Affair with Lady Be 
Col. Sverne. O] has ſealouſie a part in your Co 
ſent ? [Ad.] Well, Fll conceal nothing from yoſh 
upon Honour. | = 
Emilia. But your Letters, and the W ritings of 


$ for kee: e 


ou. 
Col. Sverne. O my Charmer : Joſt thou fe or 
But my Life, the Time ! the Place ! Don't torture ul 
with Delay. 2 


* LY 
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d C Hiſt! Company is coming this Wa we ſhall 
over-heard. ms = N 


'oul, Beauf. I did. 
Col. S&verne. You ſee, ſhe is determin'd in her Opi- 

beinfſon, as to Lady Bellamone. 

han 2 That Determination, I believe, if ſhe is de- 

tined, is but the Effect of ſome Tittle-tattle among 

Acquaintance ; Credulity and Curioſity are more 

of in Half in a Woman's Compoſition. 

© tl Enter Sir Humphry and Toby. 

» CON Col Severne. Mr. Toby! my Friend, a Rival. 

Vor by. Pſhaw ! 

Col. Kverne. Nay, not ſo coy, Mr. Toby; tho' we 

1 nn, yet , we may beat a Parley, 
t X „ 

EL 75 ere. I am above- 

voſparc I don't wiſh to de your Hindrance, ſeei 

$ is more Father's doing than mine; tho I m 

ſerve IE to you, E ene ee 

' that's 


to e me 


2 


F r 


ee be 


Cant — 
Auction 


. 
es He AUO EO O_o 
. 
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Auction, or to be put nch of Candle: ndle : That will 


for Afric an Slaves, nat — Briti 

What you ſay, Father, for all him, 3 
on. Now: put caſe, a Tenement is to be lett 
e the Rent, a 9 — + 5, down a Fine, 


R 
if I offer to rai 
is but fitting I ſhould have a 
Sir Hum. Toby, uſe your Parts wih — ener Si 


rah There is, Mr. Beaufort, a natural Aptitue 
in this Boy toward Wit; and if I did not perpetual 
ly correct him, his Head would be over-run with th 
— — Weed. 
Col. Kverne. Well, Mr. Staple, we'll lea ve you a 
Stage -I think I fee your Miſtreſs coming. 
Exeunt Severne and Beaufort 
Sir Hum. Now, Toby, to the Point. What think yo# 
of wooing the Lady ? 
Toby. Nay, Father, if you go to that, firſt tell me 
what you think. 
Sir Hum. I think very well of it - 
Toby. Why, fo do I too 
— But can you act your Part gracefully, 
ou d ſay ? there is Skill in making Court; you mull 
ſhew the Lady a great deal of Com iſance; you mul 
praiſe her Beauty. 


J 


Sir Hum. Why, both, Simpleton. You muſt endea e 
vour to perſwade her, that you are in Love, and that 4 


you are ying for her. 
._ And that I am dying for her ! that's right in ＋ 


e Bur here he comes—leave me to ſpa 


Enter Emilia. 


Madam, I take the Liberty, m—_— g Le 
to introduce my Son : Toby, Salute the Lad 9 7 


miſſion, 
L WE rants bold, to | 


22 a Son Toby ; and comment 
and So your Lady, for # Yourk a, bol Part xr 
Emilis 


, 


u 
- 
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KF 
5 Ve, , „Jou never ruant, or 
d an Orchard in your Life. 4 
ir Hum. I'll anſwer for him, he never did. | 
-Fwiliz. To be free with you, Sir Humphry, I ſhou 
like him the worſe, if he were a little more upon 
-$ Rakiſh, provided he has no Tendency to Extrava- 


r Hum. Madam, you may truſt him; Extravagancy 
ot the Vice of our Family ; Frugality and Induſty, 
the Arts I have train'd him up in; the Arts by 
ich our Houſe flouriſhes! we have been famous for 
thro Generations: I can ſhow you, Madam, 
Sought Beds, Curtains, Tapeſtry, the Work of my 
Sat, Great Grandmother; they roſe with the Sun 
<4 Yo his going down ; and all for the Good 
e Family. 
milia. I fear I ſhall be a Diſgrace to ſuch induftri- 
Anceſtors: Riſe with the San! Mercy ! *rwou'd 
me; and work till his going down ! I am ready 
oon away at the Th ts of it. | 
ir Hum. Alas! Madam, you do not know how pre- 
at Example is! it would delight your Heart. Ma- 
1, to ſee in my Family, the daily Inſtances of Thrift 
N good Houſe-wifry. : | 
eiliz, I ſuppoſe fo, Sir Humphry, eſpecially in your 
He- ng. | 
Ir Huar. I. pou ſhall have no reaſon to find 
t with my Houſe-keeping: I can't promiſe you 
zouſts, and Fricaſees, and Kick-ſhaws of that Sort; 
you'll meet with a ſubſtantial Family Diſh every 
Sy, wholſom Exg/iſh Food! ſuch as was eat by goes 
en Beſi's Days! I afſure you, Madam, we t 
upon Frogs and Muſhrooms 
per Nia. No, Sir Humphbry; but don't live in 
dy Nouds and Smoak ? I have been fo much uſed to breath 
be 3m Fames's, that I doubt I ſhall be ſtifled 
ndl © ty. 
art ir Hum, Madam, you wrong the Citizens : Tis true, 
have no Mall to walk in by Owl-light, rior a Ring 
- To 


ly, 
mui! 
aus 


dea 
that 
t in 
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all very pretty Sights 
Emilia. Sir Hu . with the Ar; 
| being bring to me ha and then the Credit 
allied to fo and rich a Perſon as 


1 ( Afide. ] Madam, an ple 
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to roll round about, like Children in Aying Cc 
at a Fair: But notwi , we often the! 
nefit of the freſh Air. 

Emilia. AC gay, 1 porters, 

Sir Hum. Yes, __ og: I have a He 
there, at your Service, juſt with Trees 
fore it, ad the ſweeteſt lietle — and Arbor 
hind, you ever ſaw. Then we have our City Dive 
fions too, Madam; there's my Lord Mayor's-Show, t 
Seriffi-feaſt, and the Children of Chriſt's-Church 


IX oo ot os * 2 ahh 


j . 


1 Madam, you do me too much Honour; Ie 
ſhew you Fm generous, as well as rich, Madam; Iha E 
th fineſt Stt of af n, ae. to give you, and 
r 1. , * 
Medals, which my Father ve 
theſe Hundred Years ; we} (ven . el 
all London: And 2—and a—and a Thouſand fine Thin 
beſides : But III leave you together; you'll agree 
beſt by your ſelves. Madam, SEL l 

Exit. Str 

Toby. Now, if I did but know what to fay to 


now, I thought, I hada World of Things in my He 


Emilia. Mr. Toby, an, 

Toby. No truly, I cannot ſay I am merry; you mr 
know, I am mightily given to be melancholly, when 
am alone. 

Emilie. But, Sir, you are not alone now; if Im 
be thought Company. 

Toby. Yes, that's true, as you you fg drum, Tn wad 
lone neither: Plague ont! I wiſh my Father were 
ericho for leavin Tis fave I muſt try to ſpeak to hall 

e you, — Hem 


Emilia. Sir. 
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N Madam, I had it in a Manner, at my Tongue's 
ind, to ſay | to you, as it were of a certain 
ir, that is to ſay, concerning certain Points, about 
hich my Father, lately in Diſcourſe, and therefore 
pr Shortneſs Sake, without farther P 
Emilie. What would you pleaſe, Sir? 
41 Pray, Madam, you tell me, whata Clock 
18 0 


Emilia. Yes, Sir, I believe I can: It is ſome Minutes 
alt Seven, if my Watch goes right. 
Toby. Say you fo ® but I can give you to underſtand 
ne thing; there's nothing more uncertain, than 
locks and Watches; they differ mightily, at our Part 
frhe Town, from what they are at yours: But t other 
Hay, now, for Argument ſake, when I was in Cornbill, 
— not — Hour _ _ and ww came to 
minſter- Abby, twas juſt upon the Stroak of Five. 
Emilia. The Clocks might agree well, notwith- - 
ding that: I ſuppoſe, you was half an Hour going 
wither, for Argument ſake. 
oy. Yes, as you ſay, it may beſo; it is true, I did 
ve think of that. 
Emilie. | am ſurpriz'd, that a Perſon of your I ut- 
ſhou'd overlook ſuch a Circumſtance: G Sir, 
ou'll excuſe me for laughing. 
Toby. Nay, if you are pleas d, I am pleas d too, Ma- 
am: Idon't defire to know, what you laugh at; I am 
dt curious after Secrets. | 
Emilis. No, and yet you ſeem to have found out a 
reat many. 
nu nx Zooks! I wiſh I was fairly off! I fee, I can- 
dt hold up the Diſcourſe with her. {He ſeems Muſing. 
Emilia. A Penny for your Thoughts, Mr. Teby | What 
you meditating upon. 
Toby. A Bite! I was thinki 
dere you was miſtaken. ; 
1 Have you no Sweet-hearts in the City, Mr. 
57 ? 


He 
ees 
or 
Dive 
„„ 
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ng of nothing at all; 


7 

Toby. Sweet -Hearts! No, not that I know of. 

Emilia, What, was you _ in Love ? . 
*. 
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by. „„ Love once; my Par 
order d me; but I cannot tell how, it went off again 
Emiliz. I am inform d, Arn me. 
Toby. Why, thar's very reve, I affure you; you ma 
ſee it, in my Face, Miſtreſs Emilia. 
Emilia. Tis a very mournful one, indeed; and ho 
long have you been in this ſad Condition Mr. Toby ? 
Toby. From the Day you was at our Houſe, Madam : 
have not been able to ſleep a Wink ever fince, 
the Word of a Citizen ! 
Emilia. Poor Mr. Toby ! I. believe ſo; you are ſo 
much fallen away. 
Toby. Oh! mightily, Madam! before that time I 
very Fat, and a great deal Taller. 
Emilia. This Fool ferves to relieve my A , an 
divert the t of Severne. Which way No 1. 
plain his Conduct 2 Can I forgive ſuch an Indigni 
offer d to my Honour? To court me as a Strumpet 
O! I ſhall looſe all Patience — and yet I muſt ſuffer ; it 
the better to obey my Lords Commands: Reaſon t 
= I ought not to forgive; but my — = 
all * l 
Toby. odſo! She is talking © her {elf 1 wil 
ben't a little beſide her Wits; 1 thought her Diicc 
to me was very whimſical. 
Enter Wormwood. 
odſo ! I'm glad of this! now I'll ſneak off, 
[Exir Tol 
Worm. Madam, I'm commanded my Lo 
— _—_ that he defireth to ſpeak wit 
ently 
Emiliz. You may tell your good Lord, I will 
upon him inſtantly. 
Worm. I 
man! 


— 


3 3-5 Os © 


Co 
Col. Kverne. I ſee, Madam, ou are reftifying ſor 

accidental Diſorder of your Dreſs. be 

— Ti an impertinent Trouble Im giving y in; 

| da 1 
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ll 7 Severne. * . I. thoꝰ theſe * 

Adi ts may nothing to Beauty, vet, the 
ing of them has — ſo pretty in it. one 

could almoſt wiſht, there were always 

ther amiſs about you. 

Emilia. "Twas a mere Trifle ; only my Tucker hap- 

pen d to be incommoded. 

Col. Kverne. Ay, the Tucker! the Wit of Woman 

ever appear'd more than in that charming Invention 

pf the Tucker: What agreeable Modeſty, and Sweet - 

neſs, do you ſhow in compoſing it ? 

Emilia. You have the Art, Colonel, of ſtriking Gal- 

lantry out of every Thing —— but I cannot ſtay with 

you ; my Lord has ſent for me in haſte. 

Col. Sverne. O! but the Appointment ! let that be 


ing or 


I exlfix'd however; tell me, my Dear, where, when, ſhall 
nice be in private? 

t!-j Emilia. Pſhaw ! no where, never, not at all. 

er 1 Col. &verne. Nay, what do you mean You muſt let 


ne know, At nine a Clock ? 
Emilia. Well, well, at nine a Clock then. 
_—_ ay * To-night 4 POR * 
ia. Ay, ay, any Night; you wi 

Col. Kverne. But where? 
Emilia, I don't know —— In Lettice's Chamber. 
ow ſudden is this Man chang'd from a tender Lover, 
o a cruel Deſtroyer ! [ Afde.] [Exit Emilia. 
Col. Sverne. That ſhe ſhou d be this abandon'd Crea- 

! I know not what to reſolve on perhaps, her 
haviour is difſembled ; I muſt carry my Enquiries far- 
her: And here comes one, likely enough to inform me, 
I have but the Addreſs to lead him into it. 
Enter Sir Harry Truelove croſſing the Stage. 
W. r Harry, good Sir Harry, a Word with you. 
dei Sir Harry. Twenty, if you pleaſe. =. 
Col. Severne. I have been talking with Emiliz, Sir 
ſoWrrz. and find your Succeſs with the Ladies to be ſuch, 
tat | wou'd give any Thing for your Receipt, for a 
Ming Lover; I'd give the World to know, how it is 

da make your Adyances. — 

A d D. 2 | 
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Sir Harry. I don't know, no Body takes lefs Pai: 
about Women, then I do; 2 indolent in 
my Endea vours to pleaſe them; for all that, the 
poor Fools, I think, will be taken with me. * 
- Col. Sverne. There's a Love Portion, an Enchant 
ment, in all your Smock-fac'd Fellows do, or ſay. 
Sir Harry. Sincerity, and Truth, Mr. Severne, have 
Charms beyond Youth, or wy wy or any Thing. 
Col. Sverne. It ought to be ſo : But, Sir Harry, be 
good-natur'd, now, and tell me, how does your Afﬀair 
with Emilia go on ? have not you ? have not you 
J doubt not, you are a proſperous Saitor; a Soldier ir 
Love, whoſe Services have not gone l 


Sir Harry. What do you mean ? you are jealous, I as 


ve. a 

Col. Sævere. Not I, faith! you know my Thought. | 
run upon Women of Quality: But what do you mean 8 
Sir Harry, why fo cautious * In Friendſhip, there 
ought to be no Reſerve : Come, you may y truſpol. 
your Thoughts with me. 2 Ih 

Sir Harry. All the World, indeed, are fond of parti *. 
ing with their Secrets, when they can Joy theilhay 
Vanity by it: Well, what is it you wou'd know ? f to 

Col Sverne. Why, as to your Intimacy with Exilia he th 
the is laviſh in giving you Opportunities, and I'm con 
vinc'd, you don't want theskill to improve them. * 

Sir Harry. She allows me, I own, to trifle about he hou 
to be fond of her Parrot, to play with her Fan, to fa 
cy her Dreſs; and, I think, ſhe is ſcarce angry, whe 
I praiſe her Shape or lexion. 

Col. Sverne. Is this all I no, no, Sir Harry, ſuch Ga 
lantries are ble only, as they lead to more fo 
Pleaſures: Theſe Amuſements are but the Preludes 
what we truly defire. : 

Sir Hzrry. You are a very intelligent Perſon —— | 
ſee he is jealous of Emilia — Fl teaſe him, for it y 7; 
[Afde.] Well Colonel, fince you will have it, I a; th, 
tell you, I may be vain; but hark ye, not a Woilen, 
- muſt be ſaid of this; if I hear on't, you know 
Conſequence. 


— 2 — — — 
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ir Harry. Why then, to be frank with you, I have 
with what moſt of all Things pleaſes me in Emilia ; | 
is a moſt delicious Creature ! a ſweet Bed - fellow, j 
faith ! Kverne. 
pl. &v. How ! have you had her? really! Precious 
nton ! This Diſcovery, inſtead of eafing my Mind, 
W norediſtracts it. 22 
ir Harry. I ſee, it works. Aſide. 
ol. Sverne. But ſure, you are only Gallant, Sir Har- 
this is not true, on the Honour of a Gentleman ! 
ir Harry. Nay, if you doubt my Honour, I have done. 
vl. Severne. Enough, Sir; I'll pay ſo much Deference 
your Underſtanding, as to believe you above the 
n Vanity of trifling with a Lady's Reputation. 
ir Harry. Hiſt! here's Beaufort. You ſhall know 
Sre of this Intrigue another * depend on 
r Secrecy. Exit Sir Harry. 
. Enter Beaufort. 
ol. Kverne. Beaufort, you are come luckily : Have 
ot a Draught made up of thoſe ſham Writings, 
3. Lien d Letters, as I deſir d? Emilia is 8 
Shave them, and in the Light I now ſee her, I am on 
to deliver em: She has appointed me to meet at 
this Evening. 
Weauf. Is it poſſible ! But, Charles, you do not mean 
 Frothro' with this Affair; you are more a Man of 
our, than to be the Inſtrument of her undoing. 
Sverne. Gad Bezufort; lam turn'd wild, a very 
ge ! —— Go thro' with it — Yes, yes; I'm too 
t an Epicure in Love, to refuſe fo luxurious an En- 
inmentl the Fruit is ſo tempting, I would ſnatch, 
taſte, tho' Death enſu'd. | 
uuf. Think better on'r! tis your Paſſion ſpeaks, 
your Reaſon. Yowll ruin her for ever. : 
ll. Severne. Alas! Beaufort, ſhe is ruin d already. Sir 
Trueloue has confeſs d to me his whole Affair with 
z there is morein't than we expected; and you may 
mend on't, he has had from her every Thing in her 
er to grant. 
Beauj. 
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Beauf. Unfortunate Emilia! Well. charles, tho 
cannot enjoy Emilia s Fortune, twill be ſomething 
be in Poſſeſſion of her Charms. 
The Worl1, perbags, with Reaſon, will approve 
Tour good, and bad Suecefs, at once in Love: 


Who wou'd not count it, fortunate in Life, 
To find a Miſtreſs, where he lot 2 Wife ? 


i . 
CR cpu . >=: 4 
— — , 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 
Enter Wormwood 2nd Toby. 
Worm. OME, Mr. Toby; I am not often ſo prof 
of my Maſter's Goods; but to oblig 
Friend, and embolden you, in your Addrefles to yg 
Miſtreſs. I have brought you a Cup of ſuch Wine 
ſuch Wine, Mr. Toby —— —— 

Toby. What do you call it ? 

Worm. They call it Nonſuch; alias, Tokay; ve 
the Thought of it maketh me facetious My 
vice to you. 

Toby. Fakins! it's rare good! I find my ſelf lightſo 
already 

Worm. Say you ſo? My Service to you again. ther 
This is the Wine, Mr. Toby. that your Popes and C 
nals drink: It is a Juice of incomparable Efficacy, 
it cauſethgrave Men to utter pleaſant Sentences. 

Toby. Special Liquor, I aſſure you, Mr. Wo 
Prieſt-Port is a Fool to it. TO 

Worm. Come, t'other Glaſ ——  - 'twill give 
Courage; twill make your Words run as glib as Ou 
glib as Oil, Mr. Toby. 

Toby. Nay, for that matter, if it were not for my 
ing ſo baſhful, I cou'd be as witty as other People. 

Worm. Fear not: This Wine is a Speciac Cur 
Baſhfulneſs— Here's good Succeſs to you, Mr. Tv. 

Toby. Zooks | I am cleac another ſort of a Man ai 
dy, as you fay, and ſhe ſhall find it; let her Iod 
herſelf, let ker look to her ſelf, Mr. Wormwood, H 
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Worm. Well faid, Mr. Toby ; don't be backward in 
ing ur own — Modeſty brings no 
nod to any 5. 
Toby. Let her look to herſelf, I fay : I'm for her 
Worm. Speak your good Qualities with Confidence ; 
her know who you are, and what you are 
Sow, Mr. Toby, now make up to her briskly ; I'll ſtand 
you, and put in my ſeaſonable Word; ſhe ſome- 
zes minds what I ſay. 
| Enter Emilia. 

Emilia. Mr. Toby, I have been told, that you are ſe- 
tly, and in your Heart, a Wit; only your Father 
ces you upon Trade. 

Toby. Ho ! ho ! Since ſhe has heard of me, Ill over 
oes, over Boots. [ 4fide.] I ſwear, Madam, I don't 
ow whether I have Wit, or no, but my Father ſuf- 
s me fadly ; he's always bidding me avoid it, but 
an't forbear, as he ſays. 
Emilia. I have heard, there are abundance of young 
tlemen ſpoil d, by a croſs Education againſt their 
verÞnus ; and if I am not miſtaken, the laſt Lord May- 
My Js Show, under a Hat and Feather, and a lac d Coat, 
ſaw that gay Face, and ſpruce Perſon. 
htſof by. O! Madam, I have been a Soldier, — I beg 
own Pardon—T have been an Officer in the Train'd- 
therf$9ds. this three or four Tears! and if our next Ships 
ne home well, I don't queſtion, but I ſhall be Lieu- 
ant-Colonel of our Regiment. 
wliz. Why then, I find, Mr. Toby, that you City- 
tiers, tho“ you ſerve by Land, run no Hazard but 


Sea, 

rive Nb. * Madam Emilia! Why, you are a Wit, 
s Oil ell as I; we ſhould make a rare Couple 

wi/1z, Your Servant, Mr. Toby; you are too com- 
2) = 8 ; 

ple. Nm. Madam, Mr. Toby can be diverting, when he 
Cure ales. 

by, Ny. I proteſt, Madam, now I ſee. you are ſo pret- 
— al humour d, tho* when I firſt came in, I was afratd fo 
ooch as to ſhew you my Wit, but now I can ſhew 
Wit, and Valour too. | Emilia. 


CY, 
ces. 


— — 


| 
| 


| 
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Emilia. Your Valour, Mr. Tbby ! What againſt a Wk 
man, your Valour! You are not going to draw u 
me ? 
© Tbby. No, no, there's no Danger in our Valour, 1 
dam; we only Exerciſe ; we never fight in earne 
But when I was taught in the Artillery Ground, I halls 
with'd any Woman, that lov'd me, had ſeen me 1 
ciſe; for you muſt know, Madam, we are taught 
turn about any manner of way, which Soldiers « 
our Facings ; but which, I think, wou'd be a prett 
Word, for making Love, than making War: As ti 
To the Front Preſent —— to the Right th 
ent again — to the Right to the Right 
to the Right You ſee, Madam, you have me, and 
have me not, every Moment. — Now, w. 
ou are looking at me, you quite loſe me again 
To the Right about There's nothing in I 
Madam, but keeping firm upon one Heel: Pr'ythee 
it Madam Emilia. 

Emilia. O, Mr. Toby. how can you ſay you love 
and wou d make a Soldier of me ? Sure, you wou di 
have me kilFd. 

Toby, Why, Madam, an't I a Soldier, and yer I'll 
ther kill, nor will be kill'd : Butupon ſecond Thoug's 
Madam, you are always a Soldier, for you are alwaj 
killing — there I was with you, Madam. 
Emilia. This Creature has ſo much Vivacity, thai x 
he had not been an Ideor, he had been a Coxcomb. [ 4; 

- Toby. Madam, you ſmile upon me; but I'm aff 
you laugh at me, more than you admire me. d 

Emilia. O! Mr. Toby, a Lady muſt not ſay, ſhe adminh 
but I fincerely wonder at you. : | 

Toby. O! Madam, had you ſeen me, when I mou 
ed the Trenches, in the Artillery-Ground, how I 
about me! and when I met a poor Neighbour in A 
what Raps I gave him! I broke the Head of one 
low, that ow'd us Money, in the laſt Bartel ; yt 
have wonder'd indeed, then, Madam. 14 

Worm. Truſt me, the Youth will prevail: the 
tues of Ty are great. . 


— 
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z. There's ane Piece of Soldiery, Madam, that I 
d at againſt you, if you wou d give me leave. 
die. Really, you are ſuch a terrible Man, I'm a- 
err 
0 y, , I wou'd preſent my Arms, 
Madam, againſt thoſe bright Eyes, that have 
& me, do you ſee, Madam; and then, Madam, 
head of firing upon you, do you mind me, Madam, 
bring my Musket to Club, as thus ——and then, 
ers qq Surprize, run away with you, as thus 
rett [ Catches her in his Arms. 
oy Emilia. Hold ! hold, Mr. Toby! we have our Artillery, 
ht 
nd 


, Wi 


W 
I 


our | 

Ve Emilie. Thus then, I handle my Fan —now I un- 

u d al it gradually; you ſee, Sir, you have me, and you 
me not; now you -have loſt me; but here you 

ee me again: now ou ſee me, by a fide Glance, and 

OUE'Sre 1 kill you, at 


| [ 4fde. 
that Emiliz. Now, Mr. Toby, be upon your Guard; now 
alc my Fan full at you. 
1 She cracks it in his Fac 
Pere's 2 Report for you, halfas as 2 Gun- — 
umupurage, Courage, Sir ! there is no Danger Do you 
þ ad me, Sir, I recover my Fan — I ground my 
I. Madam, Mr. Toby can ſtand a Lady's Fire. He ! he! 
— Eeilie. There is one more Action I wou'd ſhew you, 
nb. I an't afraid to ask you, what it is. 
Emilie. Why, that is, Mr. Toby, the Flutter of the 
the n. Now this, for Example, is the Indolent Flut- 
[4 c Toby, 
is 


Wal ore. He ! he! In 2 pleaſed with her Folly. 


| 
1 
x 
L 
' 
-4 
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by refuſing you my Daughter: It is that 
its Gar Ret for Men of Merit. * 
Ient you, Sir Humphry, for conſult- 
your 
pment ; but I wonder, you don't think of ſettling 
and retiring from Bufineſs, and Noiſe ; 1 
bag of growing rich. 
. y, Mr. Bea ort, I ſhould be glad 
' Tire e. eafte in my old Days; but then Peo- 
» de fay, I was idle: It is not "the ſake of Mo- 
thir 1 that I continue in Bufineſs, but to 
Pai AE eputation : If it were not for that, why 
ch In my ſelf 7 _ for nothing. 

uf. True, Sir Humphry ; for you are too wiſe 2 
zul to make the Wants of others, your own. 
„ Hum. It has always been a Principle with me to 
Cad my ſelf and har ay you 


DC 
4 


— 4 

| Boy, indeed, forms his Countenance 
= , and 147 — Study. 

He, that can Extempore, may carry 

World before him. 

Hum. Why, the Lad promiſes well, I confeſs; 

has but one Fault. Mr. Beanfort 

— One Fault ought to be forgot, among many 


Hum. It is only when he forgets himſelf ; he is 
ten up into a ridiculous Pert- 


ear, will be miſconſtru'd for Wir. 
are not unreaſonable. 


it in him. 

Yes, that I can tell you. I have a world of 
uehts, that I keep to my If. 

r Hum. Keep 28 felf ſtill,- Toby : be not 
even _ Words ; Parſimony i is a Virtue in 


according to your own I 


ight 
a Talk much, but then he 


This, Mr. A is my way of 
Thinking 
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Thinking ; not that I — be reckon d d In 
as I ſaid, this is my way of Thinking —— Well, In 
and how goes your Courtſhip on ? do you ſeem to 
made any Impreſſion on the Lady ? 


O ! Father, 
4 things go foimmingiy; 1 


Sir Hum. Then I find, you puſh'd it home ! 
No I thought it more adviſeable to let tl 
* — "What's tha * Conſcience, a 
Sir Hum. t? Om 1 
Entendre ! a double Entendre, Mr. e He 
how reg Hes —_— times before, but this is a my} Le 
" JETER 


Beauf. Don't 3 ſelf, Sir Humphry : 
* Bee. Don's ſtr your | Witty Man, ma 
9 be eafie; I 
es, yes, Father, 
3 ow a Wits end. 
Sir Hum. What y Sirrah, Sirrah ! Mr. 1 
2 conſider, 


fert, it is wo to the pravity, u 
is in Human Nature; now this Boy is witty ag 
the force of Education ; ag the force of Cult 


_ —_—— _— 
Be ou are too ſevere Sir Humphry ; it, 
haps, when it is a contracted Vice, and the e 
muck Labour and Induſtry, deſerves Cenſure ; bu 
Mr. Toby *tis mere original Sin. 
4 — 2 hear but 
en part o 4 from you after to-day ; 10 
definherit you. 
Enter Lettice in burry, and pulls Beaufort by the Mei 
. Lentice. For Heaven's ſake, Sir. carry off the old 
tleman and his Son to ſome other Room : Mr. 8 
ſent me to you in haſte ; he wants to ſpeak a wor 
my Miſtreſs in private; and the Houſe o ſwarms 
People, they have no place but this, and their 
neſs requires the preſent minute Lord, Lord i 
quite out 17 FP" ] I find, 
Beauf. Very Aide. Sir Humphry, 
1 te our ſelves from the q 
ny, who are themſelves with viewin 
rd's PiQures in the Gallery; ſhall we join em? 
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Sir Hum. With all my Heart, good Mr. Beaufort, with 
| my Heart ! Sir, Fl] wait upon you. 
Toby. Pſhaw! Pictures! I had rather be up to the El- 


5 


good R of Beef. b 
* — Beaufort. Kr Humphry, and by: 
| Euter Emilia. 


Emilia. Lettice, you are not to enquire into the Rea- 
s of my Conduct, nor to ask me, why I have ar- 
inted to meet Col. Kverne, or, why I ſend you in 
y Place: Neceſſity forces me to go into this Expedi- 
a dont, that I may come at a Secret, on the knowledge of 
| Hefhhich all my Happineſs depends. 
a mil Lettice. Madam, Iam ſatisfy d. i 
Emilia. And do you think. you can perſonate me, 
y: s to avoid the leaſt Suſpicion ? 
may Lertice. My Life for yours, Madam, I'll manage it 
>, the Colonel ſhall not have the leaſt doubt, but that 
Jour Ly own very Self is there in Perſon; he 
believe, he talks to you. touches os. and has you 
{r. A his Arms What did I fay ! Lord! I'm fright ned! 
Mn unlucky Thought comes croſs me on the ſudden. 
nl Emilie. What's the matter l what are you afraid of! 
ate} Lertice. Shape, your Ladyſhip will not be diſpleas d: 
y. m, if ſo be 5 
Emilia. Prithee, don't trifle ; 1 plainly to me. 
fe Lertice. You can't be but CAPS in Caſes 
; butdf this Nature 
Emil. What does the Creature mean? can't you ſpeak ? 
but Lertice. In ſhort then, Madam, you know the Colo- 
| is young and ; he'll come full of ExpeQtation, 
nd in all likeli , will be for ſeizing what he wants 


| 
t ti 


ö 


4 


(it, | 


10 


he Meithout Ceremony : now Madam, what I fear is, if in 
old nis caſe, an 282 ſhou'd happen. 
r. Emilia. What do you ſay ? 

Lettice. I ſay Madam, if any Misfortune ſhou'd hap- 


— Has no Misfortune happen 'd already ? are 
you ſure of that? ha? why do you bluſh ? O my Con- 
cienc | Ts afield to wall 16h Wench: 1 me be the 


eir 


ord 


bry, Inſtrument of her doing what I abhor to think of 
he y ſelf ! I muſt keep my Eye upon her! [4fde.] Well, 
wing$-ttice, don't be concern d. E 3 Lertice. 


em? 
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Lettice. Rather tharrdiſoblige your Ladyſhip, I wo 


run any 
complaiſant; mind me then 


Emilia. You are v 
if the Colonel ſhou:d be fo extream rude, as you a5 
prehend ; keep him at a diſtance, with Reſerves ar 
Guards, fo a. you know what I aim at. 

Lettice. OLord! Madam, all that is as natural toc 
Emilia. Gain as much Time, as you can, this way, an 
when you can decently carry it no farther, pretend ti 
hear ſome Noiſe or diſturbance, and in a difſemble 
Fright ſlip away from him by the Back-ſtairs. 

Lettice. I'll do my beſt Endeavour, Madam. 

Emilia. [ Looking on her Watch.) Bleſs me ! the Time i 
juſt come; Texpet him every Minute do you thi 
ycur Cloaths may not be diſcern'd by the Moon- light 

Letrice. If you pleaſe Madam, I'll flip on your white 
Sattin Night-gown, and Ar- Mechlin Night- Cloa the 

Emilia. Ay, do fo, and tie on the Cherry- colour 
Croſs-xnot, I wore yeſterday: And do you hear, Le 
zice, clap a large Patch on the left fide here, and anc 

here; and mind me, Lettice, put on a Sarſanet 
Hood, to ſhade your Face. 

Lettice. It ſhall be done, Madam. 

Emilia. Go then, and get your ſelfready immediately 

Lettice. In an inſtant, Madam now Heaven ſen 
good luck ! it wou d fret one to the Heart, to have it 


all come to nothing. 2 
[Exit Lettice 
Enter Col. Severne. 


Emiliz. O Lord! Are you come already I ſwear ye 
frighten'd me! 
|. Kverne. Gad ! how ſhe charms me; the 
of Men in Danger is not ſo lovely, as theſe 
male Terrors come, my Soul, I ſoon ealc 
you of your Fears. : 

Emilia. I can't imagine, what it is you defign ; Pra 
let me be off of this Affair: You'll certainly bring Mi 
chief upon me. ; 

Col. &verne. Miſchief, my Life ! You'll look ten time 
handſomer in ten Minutes Ol you cannot concetv 
what a glow of Beauty you'll get. 


E ili 


2 
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Emilia. Fiddle ! faddle! I know, you will be rude ; 
you'll ruffle me, or tear my Cloaths, or ſpoil my Head- 
dreſs, or do me one hurt or other. 
Col. Kverne. Fear not; indeed, I'll be wondrous 
well-bred. g | 
Emilia. Ho! ho! I think I am fleepy ! well, I'll go 
lie down on the Bed a little while. 
and Col. Sverne. And mayn't I follow ? 
d to Emilie. No, no, I charge you don't———Upon my 
"ues Life, I'll lock you out. 
[She runs out, follow'd haſtily by Col. Severne. 
SCENE changes to Lettice's Apart ment. 
Re-enter Emilia, and Cof. Severne. _ 
Exilia. Go, you Brute; you have made me tire my 
ſelf Well, pofitively, I will not go in with you. 
Cal. verse. Nay, then I muſt force you. 
K* takes hold of her. 
Emilia. Yes, yes. I will, I will, I will ——burt you 
ſhall 22 me not to look in my Face. 
Col. Kverne. Upon my Honour. | I 
Emilia. Then ſtay here a Minute, and PII give you 
Notice, by a Tap upon the Door, when you may come 
in — hut make no Noiſe, I beg you: be very ſilent. 
| [Emilia withdraws into the Inner Room. 
Col Sverne. You ſhall praiſe my Diſcretion—Now 
let me confider ! what is it I am going about why, 
what moſt Men go about ſometimes, Old and Young, 
Prieſts and Laymen, Saints and Sinners ! But after all 
ſhall only have another's leaving—Mark Anthony had no 
more—Ay, but if ſhe ſhon'd make a great deal to do, 
and buſtle about it—let her—ſo, I am ſummon'd [Goes in. 
Enter Wormwood with 4 y 4 
Worm. If I miſtake not, I over-heard ſome-body in 
Lettice's Apartment: my Mind ſtrongly miſgives me, 
that ſhe is not faithful unto me; I will advance ſoftly, 
and look in [Loot in.] O! the Harlot ! the wick- 
ed Harlot ! behold, the is in ſecret with a Sinner! 
Ah! miſerable #ormwood ! how art thou abuſed ! 
[ Weeps Coming aut. 
Col. Kverne. Retire, my Life l we are interrupted— 
Who is there what, Wormwood ! what in the Devil's 
Name brought you here? E 4 Worm. 


—— — — ———— 
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Worm. Give not thy ſelf up to Cur 9 

Col. S&verne. Tell me, you old formal Rogue, what 
Buſineſs you have here? Or, by Heaven, I'll-— 

Worm. Rather, what Bufineſs haſt thou here What 
haſt thou to do with the Sweet-heart of my Boſom ? 
Thou haſt ſown Diſcord between me, and my Beloved : 
yea I ſuſpect, thou haſt polluted her. 

Col. Sverne. What does the old Fellow mean 2 what 
wou'd thy myſterious Diſcourſe aim at ? 

Worm. I fay, thou haſt treacherouſly ſhar'd with me, 
in Things, which ought not to be ſhar'd, and there- 

in made the Remembrance of paſt Joys bitter unto me; 
I have beheld her Iniquity : 1 ſeen her Fal ſnood: 
— 7 Woman ! that ever I thou'd put Truſt in a 
Harlot 

Col. Sverne. A Harlot ! Why, haſt thou known her ? 
Her ! the ſame, that was with me ? 

Worm. Verily, I know fo much of that very ſame I ki 
ſaw with Thee, that my Soul is griey'd with ſeeing 
Thee there 

Col. Sæverne. It cannot bel tell me again: haſt thou ? 
what is that thou know'ſt ? 25110 

Worm. Be not wroth, and I will inform Thee 
what I know, is, that I caught thee, where I had much Ki 
rather have been myſelf ; [eps] O! Eyes would 
ve had nor ſeen ! O Ears! wou'd you had not heard ! 
(Peeps. Alas ! what is Vanity? what is Sin? it is even Id h 
ike unto a Whip-Syllabub, or as the Froth of the Sea. 

Col. Sverne. Damn your Cant ! No Cant- Villain! 
let me have plain Engliſh ; tell me directly, tell me en 
what you mean, or [Fl] cut your Throat, you Dog! 

[ Draws his Sword. 

Worm. Oh Lord! Sir, have Patience; have Mercy on 
me, and I will tell you 

Col. Kverne. Tell me Truth, or, by Heaven, III 
cleave you | 

Worm. Why. that ſame Lady and I have ry thro' 


frail Nature. taken an Earneſt of more honeſt Joys to 
come; we have—pray forgive me. ( Falls on his Kneees. 
Col. Severne. Tis enoug your way; but not a 
word of this, as you value bt 
— 


— — 


— vr —ag— — 
* 2— # — - — — — 
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how. r dear Sir; 

hat be with you. [Exit — 

Euter Lettice. 

hat Lettice. Sir, Sir. 

m Col. Sverne. So, pretty Miſtreſs Lertice; what have 

u to ſay to me ? 

Lettice. Sir, I am come from my Miſtreſs ; ſhe defires 

ſpeak with you, half an Hour hence, without fail. 

Col. Kverne. What, here ? 

Lettice. No, Sir, in the inner Room, where ſhe'll 

ere · ready to receive you ; the Door be left open 

you to go in. 

Col. Sverne. A truſty Confident, o'my Word ! very 

— hy 0 ot 
But harkye, Lertice ! Come, 
with La- 


Col. &verne. O you dear little Jade ! What at Traſh do 
omen intruſt their Affairs with ! For half a Piece, 
uch . + \ -- qo 

me— But I know enough already. * 
Lettice. O goodneſs heart ! Sir, Sir, now I proteit, I 
i like to have forgot half my Errand ; I was tohave 
the to you, Sir, about about ſome Pa 
f 2 I know what you mean: She ſhall 
a immediately: Beſare you tell your Lady, I'll be 


a Larice. Yes, Sir 


Enter Emilia. 
Emelia. Now, Lettice, what does the Colonel ſay ? 
ill he come 
'WLettice. Madam, he ſays, he'll wait upon you with- 
t fail, He ſeems overjoy'd— 
12 Overjoy'd! Confufion! How inordinate 
1 libertine a Creature is Man! Well, Lettice, you 
I ſtand in need of your Aſſiſtance 


ou 
_— 


— — — — — — 
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muſt be ready to meet the Colonel again at the ti 
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Madam nothing 
d common I never knew it otherw 
Madam, I can't conceive. if Ladies had 
what Occaſion they cou'd have for us. 
Emilia. Hold your Tongue, you grow impertinent 
Let me * 4 can cenſure me— it i 
„tho 


F Flame, 
e Tul to blame : 
8 ? his Crime d'ertake ; 
And then I'll grieve to Death for Severne's Sahe. AVG 


if 


in if, < 
we : 8 
no / 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 
Enter Col. Severne and Beaufort. 2 
bl. Severne. Q I R Herry Trueſove your Rival, ſaid you? 
that's unlucky — iooofe of 
great rd, and no doubt, 1 
2 ter ſo much to her Ad 5 = yg 
2 A IL _ FOR 
Sev. I thought, Sir Harry had never my Siſter. 
Iv i fs bbs ly He br bs cher 
| , ata tion's ma 
Pave fallen in love with her. * 
Col. u. But what Reaſons have you for theſe Fears ? 
* Beauf. He has himſelf inadvertently betray'd his De- 
igns to me. But you are in haſte to go to your Ap- 
"ointment. 
Col. S&vwerne. Yes, Emilia will expect me ſoon. 
Nauf. Well, but one Word then. Sir Herry's Views 
Imuſt be unravelt'd, if one knew how to do it; cou d 
Jyou adviſe me ? 
er M Col. Sverne. Let me ſee; if in Converſation with 
d vir Herry you affett to ſpeak y of Charlotte, you 
"wn A SIDES 222 
t occaſion. 
Beauf. The 
Col. Sverne. 
ie is. 


poſe of 


t is 


ſee! —— ity offers ; here 
[Exit Severne. 


Enter Sir Harry. 
Sir Harry. What, Beaufort, for ever thoughtful and 
nentllenſive ? Still retir d, tho in publick ! | 
i | _ = Sy, vs a &f ay 
ing refs, my dear Charlorte. 
| Mii Sir Harry. Then, you have been bly entertain d. 
Beauf. 2 it is for the laſt time. 
Sir n You'll excuſe my Curi- 
cep, HI im eo be your Reaſons for it. 
Beauf. Sir Harry, I incraſt you wich all my Con- 


: 
fe : 
/ - 


AL 


r mA — — — 


$4 be Diſſembled Wanton ; or, 
ryan = ohne pond 
tlye me, are inſu , re- 
fore Ihave determin d, by force of reaſon, to ſer my ſelf 
at Liberty: For why ſhou'd I pine after a Good, that 
flies from me Why purſue a Happineſs, that eludes my 
hopes? I am confident, you will not blame me. 
Sir Harry. I blame you ! not I indeed ! I think, tis 
2 very manly Reſolution. 

| — That is my Judgment of it: For the future. I 
| purpoſe „ as you do, follow my Pleaſures, Drink, 
1 ra 


1 at freedom. 
| Sir Herry. You'll do mighty well. But I thought, 
a degree 


FN 55 28 . 


— 
e+e 
— 


| Sir, you admir'd charlotte to 
 Beauf. No, faith, Sir Harry, I never confider'd her, 
| = ny > hence 


Sir Harry. Perhaps, you never lov'd her. 
. Thong: Yes, I did; but I can't tell how to account 
it. 


Sir Herry. Account for it! It is not unnatural, ſure, 
to be in love witha Lady of her Beauty and Accompliſh- 
ments. 

Beauf. I don't know. a | | 
Sir Harry. A Perſon of lefs Diſcernment, than you, 
cou'd perhaps explain ſuch an Effect from very reaſona- 
ble Cauſes. 

Beauf. I can't tell | 
Sir . Cannot tell! Why, is not ſhe Genteel ? 

Nauf. I think, I haye ſeen much genteeler Women. 

Sir Harry. Some People affect a ſtrange Singularity in 
their Opinions,-as if nothing cou'd be a mark of ones 
Wit, but differing from all the reſt of the World. 
— Sdeath ! Tü as I ſuſpect, he's in love with 


| dee 
Sir Harry. Surely, Mr. —— you don't think he 
wholly to be deſpis d; you know ſhe Sings, and plays 
finely. 2 Harpficord, nay, I have heard you yc 
» A f . 
Beauf. Mufic-Maſters, or Songſters, may be pleas d wit! 


BW & ® ty , 8 - 


— 
* 


r 


fuch a, but they * not for 2 
Sir A peaks Frenc y well. 
Nauf. 1 ſhou d eſteem her as 12 Welch 


My Sox get Money. 33 
Sir Harry. And no Body dances better — but per- 
aps, that may be no Recommendation to you. _ 
Beauf. Not the leaſt : Fidling and Dancing give me 
no more Diverſion, than Puſh-pin. 

Sir Harry. I ſhou'd be glad to know, Mr. Be Y 
= it ge ef ods, 
rater; what, in udgment, es a o- 
nn 


ortal. * 8 
M 
* No, Sir Harry, I'm not difficult to be d: 
Tho Dr 
1 INS WNT hd, 2 

Sir What then, has charlotte none at all? not 
e 


4. can't Compliment her ſo far, as to ſay, I 


handſome. 
unt] Sir Herry. Not handſome! A Puppy! Not handſome ! 
| An impertinent Puppy! [ 4fde.]—Pray Sir, what fault 
ile do you find with her ? 
"| Beauf. I find no Fault: It may be my want of Judg- 
ment. | 


ome, nor any 
how you came to 


an 
ns ow ge pane then 

, voking, and injurious ! Do you 
me ſo baſe; as to profeſs Friendſhip, only to be- 
tra 


. — n ²˙ nr — 
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tray you ? No, Sir, it was your ſeeming Conſtancy ti 

Charlotte made me your Friend, and gave me Zeal in you 

Service ; I had no other Motive. | 

Beauf. You ſeem diſturb'd, Sir Harry. 

Sir Herry, Indeed Tam: So cruel a Behaviour! 

| Ha! He weeps: Generous Youth ! Now by m 

Fr 
on; ve p te with yo 

all this while: III mo , 

n you confeſs ? 

Bearf. I have wrong d you out of Jealouſy : l 
| ſuſpected, you were ſecretly my Rival, and to diſco- 
| ver, if it were ſo, was the reaſon I treated my dear 
Charlene ſo ſlightingly. | 

Sir Is this true, on your Word ? 
Beauf. Yes, upon my Honour. | 

Sir Harry. I fear you difſemble; You have ſome Fetch: 
or other in your ts. | 
Beauf. No, Sir Harry, I am fincere, indeed! 
Sir Harry. And do you indeed think Charlotte Hand- 


ſome ? | 
Ay, above Angels! By Heaven! There's not aff 
Particle in all her perfect Form, which is not full off 
Beauty. 5 * 
Sir Harry. Nay, now you flatter her — but hold. 
we are interrupted ; if you'll ſtep into the Salon, PIE 
follow immediately . [Exit Beaufort. 
Emer Emilia. 

Now my Dear, in what forwardneſs are ou * 
Emilia. Ripe, ripe for Execution; the Colonel is juſt a 
coming; he bites as eagerly, as a Fiſh at a Fly. — A 
Sir And I warrant you, we'll make ſport with 
him, and he is; III leave you. [Exit Sir Harry. 
Inn todd 

ilia. pe, Sir, you'll now me wo I 
1 . 2 247. 
with my Honour is as large Security as expect. 

Col. &verne. Were I, Madam, at Li for Words, 
I cou'd be an Orator in your Praiſes; but 
is 2 balk on Utterance, and when the Heart is over 
buſy, it leaves the Tongue no employment. 


[ 
| 


Emili 


— — ͤ — — 
— 
—— 


— 
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10 80 
lis. d defer what promiſe 
ſo 3 from; 121 


: In a very little time you may come after me. 
pl. &verne. A very little time ! How furiouſly ſhe's 
pon it Wa 

4 

Kverne. I think, Cherles, your Affair with Emilie 
dw at a Crifis, and it ts time for me to come to 
Reſolution. | 
RP 


ſhe ſhou d do this! Yield as 
her own Aſſignations ! Can the 


eh which you may diſcern her. 

l. Severne. I am unwilling to ſee her Diſhonour, and 

rd feign, if I cou'd, disbelieve it Had her good 

er been alive, *twou'd have broke his Heart— Y 
s, I will go with thee, tho* with a troubl 
|. —— Poor undone Emilia ! Een. 


EN E changes w L ETTICE“'s Aaerment. 
Re-enter Lord Severne and Colonef Severne. 
dl. Kverne. My Lord, you ſaw her diſtinctly.— 


„Kverne. I did 
31 


l. verne. Your 
in, to retire into the Gallery. 


— 


39 The DifembledWanton;' or, 
1d. &verne. *Tis very well. [cu Severne enters 
zuner Roowe.] All I fear d, and more than Iheliev'd; 
manifeſt. Oh, Virgin Honour! Oh, pn ee 


Have you a real or do you ſubfiſt only in | 
— 2 he / Y N C 
[45 Lord Severne goes out, he meets Emilia . 
followed by Sir Harry. m 5 


Emilie. Your Lordſhip ſurprizes 
Li awe, Wie.then ze dhnns' Within thene.I { 
there, this Moment; Fll ſhew thee to thy ſelf! 
— My e 
: there, EQ i 


my Maid Lertice; the very ſame Perſon, 
ſame Place, about half an Hour agc 


| Harry. curious to know 
5 of ſo unfortunate a piece of Gallantry. 


w; Ilay my Commands upon | 
I cou'd for ever conceal from -f ; 
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iſhip, what, but thro' Chance, you had not 
Own. 


l. Kverne. Conceal what! 
i/ia. That he, I eſteem d of all the World has given 
cauſe to hate him — Indeed, my Lord, your Son has 
atly injur'd me; and this Affair, you enquire into, 
a Contrivance of mine, to puniſh him for a Fault, 
ill not name, becauſe I have forgiven. 
|. Kverne. Haſt thou been wrong d then? Tell me, 
japs he did attempt thy Honour Again, 
is in Tears! Ay, it is fo. Now, Heav'ns be 
kd, I have been deceiv'd. 
Severne. I am all over Aſtoniſhment. 4 
A. Kverne. Be comforted, my Fair one; while I 
none ſhall injure thee ; Emilia I fay. 
milia. My Lo | 
l. Kverne. Since the Diſcourſe I had with you. con- 
*Fning the Colonel, I have been better inform'd. and 
Papers, you gave me, confirm me to have been de- 
d; they were plainly an Artiſice to amuſe you. 
ol. Kverne. How ! the Papers! This puzzles —— 
A 
milia. I am glad, my Lord. the Colonel has no other 
it to anfwer for —— his Wrongs to me are forgot. 
|. Kverne. They were not his Wrongs, Emilia; 
my Word for the preſent, and believe, that what 
id was not his own Fault. ; 
ilia. I will, my Lord. How eafily do we believe 


Kverne. He ſhall not be ungrateful to you: F 
, all is well; my Heart begins to be at reſt again, 
it will be the moſt pleafing act of my Life to give 
to each other. 

dl. Severne. My Lord, you mult excuſe me; Inde:d, 
not conſent to it. 

Kverne. How! not conſent ! 

l. Kverne. Not till I have clearer proofs of that 
virtue. ; 

ilis. My Virtue ; This my Lord, Iam ſure, is his 
Wn Fault ; now it's plain, I am wrong d. 

dl. Kverne. I fear, Madam, you are not —— 
lis. What do you mean, Sir ? F Col. 


| 
J 


you. R * 
Emilia. What can Sir Harry Trueſove explain to m 


to ha done with this filly Affecta tion; tis impertine 
Conduct ſo i 
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Col. Sæverne. Sir Harry Truelove can beſt explain i Ex 


Ou! 
1 


Col. Severne. The very ſame he has explain'd to of 
the uncommon Obligations he has to you! 
Emilia. Obligations to me ! : 

Col. Sverne. Yes, yes, Madam; the kindeſt, the 
of all Favours your Sex can beſtow! tis in vai 
difſemble longer; your Gallantries are known 
Harry has 'd the whole Intrigue ; you ſee, he 
not deny it. „ Fi 

Ld. Sverne. Amazement ! They are filent! Guilt 
felsd ! Why, Sir Harry! Emilia! Not a Word! 


done, undone! | 
Enter Wormwood | 
Worm. My good Lord, the Poſt is arriv'd, and 
brought you Letters. : | 
Id. Sverne, Ha! I muſt ſee, what they bring 
Emilia, ſtay you here, till I return 
[Exeunt Lord Severne, and Wormwe 
Sir Harry. What's to be done? L 
Emilia. Your Indiſcretion hus ruin d all —— 
[To Sir 
[Severne fxes his Eyes on Emi 
Emilia. Lord. Sir! you fix your Eyes upon me, 
you obſery'd ſomething new and ex I 
hope, you fee nothing monſtrous about me! 
ol. S&verne, I believe, Madam, I may look on 
out Danger of putting you out of Countenance. 
Emilia. You are very free with me, Sir; a diffe 
Behaviour wou'd become you much q 
Col. Sverne. Madam, Madam, believe me, tis 


dow: After ſuch a Conduct, a 
Reſentment from you becomes ridiculous, and Ar 
is a 
Emilia. *T1s very well, Sir; tis very well; If 
remember, how you have been pleas'd to treat me. 
Col. S verne. Remember, how you have treated y. 
ſelf, and the d you have had to your Honour; 
member your looſe Intrigues, and notorious Ga 
tries; remember Sir Harry Truelove moon 
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. 
in iff Emilie. Yes; yes; Sir, I ſhall remember it all 

dur cruel, unjuſt Suſpicions might have been remoy'd, 
to mie uy unprovok d Indignities atton'd for, had it 
to fot for this, for this Oh this Outrage is in- 


portable —— 
pl. Kverne. Your Tricks are in 


ble. To 


the ſive Counters put one for Gold, that is inſu 
rtable; to be crafted upon an unſound Stock, to 
n; Fawn in, cheated, impos'd upon, to be made a Tool, 
, he & Inſtrument, a Cover, a very, very Husband ! This 
„ is, Madam, this is what is moſt infu ble! To- 
tilt trifled with for Years! To be d about at plea- 
rd! Pre, like a Bird in a ſtring. and at laſt to be rewarded 


ith the Leavings of a Coxcomb! This I ſay is inſup- 
xrtable, damnably inſupportable ! 
Emilia. So, Sir, have you done — [ As out of Breath. 
Col. Sverne. And after you had been amuſing me ſo 
z in this exquifite Manner, to come canting and 
ſembling, to pretend to be injur d, to ſob, and cry 
fore my Father, and then with a — Speech, 
d you had been wrong d, and he yon eſteem d of all the 
rid, bad given you cauſe to hate him; and *twas only 4 
Srmleſs Contrivance to puniſh him for 4 Fault, you wou'd 
t name, becauſe you ha forgiven; if all this be not in- 
pportable, in the Devil's Name, what is fo ? 
Emilia. III tell you; this Brutality! this groſs want 
Manners! theſe ſhameful, licentious A buſes 
Col. &verne. Hark ye, Madam, I have ſome Eſteem, 
rather Concern for you ſtill, and Pl! ſhew it by giv- 
x you there is but one way of repair- 
x your Reputation, that is, by marrying ſome com- 
* odious Perſon; ſuch a one as Mr. Toby; Ev'n take him 
his — ; he's a Fool will tally exactly with you 
OY | 
Emilia. Sir, your Advice is good, and FI follow it: 
hundred Fools may be better born with, than one 


Raman. 5 
I ſhall be mad indeed —0 ! 


Col. Sverne. I think, 
wy Pere he comes. 1 Toby and] 
) Enter Sir Humphry, enny. 
Gall sir Hum, e e 
| F 2 Addreſſes 


dear Girl were here ! 
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Addreſſes, you have highly honour'd our Family, ar 
I ſhall be always ready to acknowledge it. 

Emilia. I rather think, Sir Humpbry, I ſhall do 

= 7 own by _—— I __ — 
[Afde.] Oon's ! I long to be at her. 

Sir Hum. Madam, your "nl Obedient. There 
I think, nothing wanting now, but my Lord Severn 
Conſent. 

Emilia. And that Gentleman's _—— 

Col. &verne. My Conſent, Madam l upon my W 
it is at your Service; you ſhall have it with all 
Heart — Sir , Mr. Toby, I co te ye 
on my Soul ! I was never more delighted in my 
Sir, III fing. III dance at your Wedding: And 
Beaufort do the ſame. | 
Enter Beaufort. ' ; 
= Really, Mr. Colonel, I am mightily oblig 

ou. 

Col. Sverne. Ay, that you are, more perhaps thi 
you imagine; but hark ye my Friend, a Word wit 
you! don't you know, there are ſuch Things as Mose 
ſters in the World ! [Toby rares. ] horn'd Monſters 1d 

Toby. Why yes, I do know ſo, what then ? 

Col. Sverne. Take care of your Wife then, take ca. 
of your Wife, or your Head may come ta ake mos 
heavily. at 

Toby. Piſh, I don t fear it. | 

Emilia. Mere Spight, mere Spight! the Rage ar 
Malice of diſappointed Love! ſtung to the Heart, nk 
ſee another preferr'd tu himſelf, he gives this unmang, : 
nerly looſe to his Fury. t 

— Indeed, Madam, I'm afraid the Colonel 
touch 

Emilia. O ſtark mad! Fit for Bedlam. 
{ Col. Severne /ooks about ſurpri ⁊ d, puts bis Hands in 

Pockets, and hums over Songs. ] 

Re-enter Lord Severne 4s reading Letters, and Wormwood 

Ld. Swverne. St ! I cou'd not have believ'd it 
Poor charlotte! wou d ſhe were in Exgirnd ! wou'd t 


erer 


Be 


: 


| 
* 
. 


H 


Col. Sverne. Do your Letters, my Lord, bring ar 
Thingyarticular * > | 
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1 Ir 
r you; your great good Friend, Sir Fohn Tulbor, 
| Beauf. Alas! that is melancholy indeed ! 
44 I think, Charles, you muſt ſet out in all 
i for Frence to condud your Siſter home — wou'd 
WK was 

Col. Severne. Your me; is there 
Thing in jour Advice, rating tomy Siſter 9 — 
Ld. Severne. Yes; SD 
des bequeath'd her a ten thouſand 
nds, that ſhe need de b caaird he Incl 


be © Poor Chad! © to marry 142 
Poor Child 2 ſhall be 


ery 
EF Ht thi indeed, as if I were to be 


I. &yerne. Come hither, Charles — Be a kind Son, 

Boy, and ſtudy to bring Comfort on my ; all 

ts all my Joys, are now in and 

vlorte ; in thee I ſay, thy Siſter! for that Lady 

diſhonour'd us 

* 4, Truſt of 

— * Here, give my 

0 3 

ate, — what elſe relates to you. 

ls. For Heaven's Sake, my Lord. hear me ! have 

. 

LC 8 

ni and for the future care for your ſelf —— Mean- 

Emilia! and as for that diſhonourable young 

for your we 
ing out. 

This muſt not be O my Father ! 

an 

Merry Truelove. 

Ha! 8 

vir Harry. I am not Sir Trzelove, but Child, 

r own beloy'd and — * charlotte. 88 

I. Kverne. What my Daughter ! 

ng an ol. Srverne. My Siſter ! : 

Jenny. Mercy ! Charlotte ! | Beau- 


64 The Diſſembleu Vantom; 


eee l 
22 My 
Emilia. Yes, my "it i your Daughter, your < 
ter, that kneels before you. 

Kverne. O? my Child! my dear Chartonte ! [ca 
ber in bis Arms] Grief, and m my Severity, I 
alter'd thee! O my dear Child! let me embrace t 
Here Beaufort, take my Daughter, and be in | 
length, you have my Conſent. [Beaufort and Chil 


At 
lotte embrace.] And Charles, do you — 


with Emilia: You muſt forgive your mutual 
What Miſtakes have happen'd are in truth charges 
—_— nor are you, Madam, wholly free f 
but no Matter, it ſhall be all forgot. 

[Col. Severne advances to Em 

Col. Sverne. Madam, you have ſeen in me, 
Weakneſs and the unhappy Paſſions of Human Nat 
—— may I hope for your 1 venelſs ? 
Lane 1 fear, Sr I ſhall in. need” to be fi 


— 4 finely fobb d — — ane? 8 
oi z wooing —— V Wel! t belieWp 
wi Wann toy i ada 

Ld. Severne. Sir Huaepbry I ſhall to make t 
Son the beſt amends in my Power for his Diſappoi 
ment. 

Sir Hum, Tis very well, my Lord, tis very 
You have your Reaſons, no doubt; and I defire r | 
break into your Lordſhip's Meaſures; I vive 1 | 


L_ ip foy of your Daughter, and the young 


11 Severne. We thank you, good Sir Humphry 

Emilia. And what ſay you to it, Mr. Toby 2, 

Toby. Nothing at all ; 4 tell you plainly ſo: For 
ample, what is' t to me, whether ſhe be a Bo 
one way or t other, I ſhall neither get nor looſe 

Sir Hum. My good Lord, mark the Solidity of 
young Man's Reflections; when he does reaſon, 
deep, and to the 

Ld. Severne. I obſerv'd, Sir — what he ſa 
Almoſt all the great Men of my Acquaintance h 
fallen into the ſame way of 
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mm 1 take leave likewiſe to congratulate your 


od Lordſhip. a * 
Col. &verze. Hold, Sirrab ! hold —— There is one 
fair more, my Lord, which I muſt intreat you to in- 
veſt your ſelf in. ; 
I. &verne. What is it? 
Col. S&verne. This ſolemn Figure here, this fober 
ow, has had the Conſcience to debauch tti 


I Lettice: 
1 ige him to 


hanging Look he has! away 

ſhame with that diſmal penitential Phiz ! 

ir Hum. In truth, Mr. Wormwood, your Counte- 

ance is too ſorrowful to ſuit with the agreeable Cir- 

nſtances the Company are in at preſent. 

IA. Sverne. This Diſorder in my Family is what I 
ud not have expected: But III fee it remedied — 

: — _ Time, — — 1＋* 3 _— ſo 

ielppily ʒ it is fit we with Joy a Day in 

much Care and Perplexity. 

ake ol. Kverne. The Senſe of paſt Diſtreſſes will give 

zppoigs Vigour to our Happineſs. 


ry wehe er perplex'd, and rude, the Changes prove, 

re noi bich thwart our Hopes in Fortune or in Love; 

ive yt Truth thro' Wrongs and ſhall prevail, 
Nor can th unblemiſh'd Life of Honour fail 2 

be Brave and Virtuous, ſure, the late, ſhall find 

ood Days, and Planets to their Wiſhes kind. zer 


EPILO GU] 
WMP ritten by Mr. MOLLOT. 
Spoken by Mrs. TOUNGER, dreſt as a BEAU. 

SE" 


Equips ave thus 4 Beau ——3 la 
Fr certain Autbers write, it a5 nt rare 


— 
1 — ga 
— a ern a 


Orange Moll ſays true 
1 2 : 
r 


Love a 
Fer d eGirl, li ibat rude Creature Man : > 
Husbands be ſafe —— Tour Beau's 4 harmleſs Thing ; 3 
We flutter round your Wives, but never Sting. 


But ſtay, Gad: 
I was to beat about the Play and Plat: | 
But which way Sag wy Pals, Th a. 
Bur Gnk the Play. For bow ip grow 


Berwixt 4 — on! s Hep)! 
S 

Wit in Embroilry. or 4 ſmart Tu 

What were the Muſes, which - = brag on ? 
Nine ſtrolling Gyppoes, that had ſcarce a Rag on 
Bold Girls balf „ — Eb! fo frenge 4 Kir, 
e d put 4 Beau into a frig 

— . in each Play, 

Becauſe we're prettier Fellows much than they, 

I ſay, ſince half their Fokes at us are meant, L 
is me ——— Lad all Peers by Conſent. 


FIN I 


